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J. E. SMITH, a Week 
President 

National Radic Radio broadcasting sta- 
tnstitute tions employ engineers, 


ators, station mana- 
gers and pay up to $5,000 
a year. Fixing Radio 
sets in spare time pays 
many $200 to $500 a year—full time jobs with 
Radio jobbers, manufacturers and dealers as 
much as $30, $50, $75 a week. Many Radio 
Experts open full or part time Radio sales 
and repair businesses. Radio manufacturers 
and jobbers employ testers, imspectors, fore- 
men, engineers, servicemen and pay up to 
$6,000 a year. Automobile, police, aviation, 
commercial Radio, loudspeaker systems, are 
newer fields offering good opportunities now 
and for the future. Television promises to 
open many good jobs soon. Men I trained 
have good jobs in these branches of Radio. 
Read how they got their job. Mail coupon. 


Established 1914 


Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Week Extra 
im Spare Time While Learning 


The day you enroll I start sending Extra 
Money Job Sheets; show you how to do Radio 
repair jobs, Throughout your training I send 
plans and directions that made good spare 
time money—$200 to $500—for hundreds, while 
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how I Train You at Home 


Jearning. I send you special Radio equip- 
ment to conduct experiments and build 
circuits. This 50-50 method of training 
makes learning at home interesting, fas- 
cinating. practical. I ALSO GIVE YOU A 
MODERN, PROFESSIONAL, ALL-WAVE, 
ALL-PURPOSE RADIO SET SERVICING 
INSTRUMENT to help you. make good 
money fixing Radios while learning and 
equip you for full time jobs after graduation. 


Find Qut What Radio Offers You 


Act Today. Mail the coupon now for ‘‘Rich 
Rewards in Radio.” It’s free to any fellow 
over 16 years old. It points out Radio’s 
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io BE A RADIO EXPERT 


spare time and full time opportunities and 
those coming in Television; tells about my 
training in Radio and Television; shows you 
letters from men I trained, telling what 
they are doing and earning. Find out what 
Radio offers YOU! MAIL COUPON in an 
envelope, or paste on a postcard—NOW! 


J. E. SMITH, 
President, 
Dept. 9AX1, 
National Radio 
Institute, 
Washington, 
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You Can Make Almost 6 Times Your 
Investment in Your Spare Time! 


We have made up this sample package, 
worth $1.00, and offer it to you for 25c 
so that you may compare these hand- 
some four-color cards and envelopes 
with gift shop cards selling at 5c, 10c, 
and even 15c each. They are attractive 
and modern in design with unusual 
verses and sentiments ... just the sort 
of cards that are easy to sell at an 
average of 10c each. Sell this sample 
package and see how quickly you will 
have $1.85 clear profit! Or sell the 
whole box of 21 cards and 21 envelopes 
for only $1.00 and make a quick profit 
of 75e! Think of it! A 300% Profit 
On Your Investment! 


Send only 25c for sample assortment! 


We don’t ask you to buy a large quantity ... we 
know you will be so delighted with these beautiful 
ecards that we are willing to send you a sample box 
of 21 cards and envelopes for only 25c! And if 
you are not completely satisfied, return them and 
we will refund the 25c. You take no risk and the 
chances are you will start a very profitable business 
in your spare time! Get started early . . . mail the 
coupon with 25¢ today! 





AGENTS 
Earn $17 
on an in- 
vestment 
of only $3 


Sample box.. 25c 
Bboxes ... $1.00 
20 boxes ... $3.00 





Remember, we are not retailing 
these cards at this price. We sim- 
ply offer you this special package 
at wholesale rates because we 
want you to see the wonderful qual- 
ity and appealing designs that keep 
them in demand everywhere. We 
know that once you examine them 
you will see the tremendous money- 
making possibilities for spre time 
selling! Build up a yearly repeat 
business with this big-prout, high 
class line! 


Tl MAJESTIC NOVELTY CO., Dept. AB_ 1 
246 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. if 
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BEAUTIFUL 
DESK ony *1-2° 


WITH ANY 


REMINGTON PORTABLE TYPEWRITER 


A beautiful desk in a neutral blue-green fits into the decora- 
tions of any home—trimmed in black and silver—made of 
sturdy fibre board—now available for only one dollar ($1.00) 
to purchasers of a Remington Noiseless Portable Typewriter. 
The desk is so light that it can be moved anywhere without 
trouble. It will hold six hundred (600) pounds. This combina- 
tion gives you a miniature office at home. Mail the coupon 
today. 


THESE EXTRAS FOR YOU 
LEARN TYPING FREE 


To help you even further, you get free with this 
special offer a 19-page booklet, prepared by experts, 
to teach you quickly how to typewrite by the touch 
method. When you buy a Noiseless you get this free 
Remington Rand gift that increases the pleasure of 
using your Remington Noiseless Portable. Remember, 
the touch typing book is sent free while this offer holds. 


SPECIAL CARRYING CASE 
The Remington Noiseless Portable is light in weight, 
easily carried about. With this offer Remington sup- 
plies a sturdy, beautiful carrying case which rivals 
the most attractive luggage you can buy. 


SPECIFICATIONS 
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ALL ESSENTIAL FEATURES of large standard 1 
office machines appear in the Noiseless Portable— ‘ 
standard 4-row keyboard; back spacer; margin stops f Peni ear a Si < ae | 
and margin release; double shift key; two color ribbon op Wy aang Fon ta Easel) Noles 
and automatic reverse; variable line spacer; paper [| Tell me, without obligation, how to get a Free Trial of a i 
fingers; makes as many as seven carbons; takes paper new Remington Noiseless Portable, including Carrying 
9.5" wide; writes lines 8.2’ wide, black key cards and f Case and Free Typing Instruction Booklet for as little as i 
white letters, rubber cushioned feet. 10c a day. Send Catalogue. r 
i] 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE I NOMIC, cpt oiclee dro! sis wos ce slave epsibieierbuerets + 0-8 sw a0 oop ore en 
The Remington Noiseless Portable Typewriter is sold on 
a trial basis with a money back guarantee. If, after ten I Addvese .3.5 <5 canta s oe Siclelalelarecalsials(steiansisistalajersse atevelecniece | 
days trial, you do not wish to keep the typewriter, we 
will take it back, paying all shipping charges. You take | J City....... ain .s se eis Sier5 5 evel vic ie-vin' sie BRS Re || 
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COMPANION EXERCISER 


REDUCE! 


Take inches off your hips and waistline! 
Keep physically fit! 

Help avoid and correct constipation and 
sluggishness! 















if you do it the 
Companion Way 


Tt isn’t “work” when you exercise with your 
room-mate, your girl friend or your wife! 
Here’s a simple, new exerciser designed by the 
famous physical culturist, Joe Bonomo, that in- 
corporates the best features of the rowing ma- 
chine and the pulley weights. It combines fun 
and exercise because it is made for two people 
to use at the same time. TWO people benefit 
from its stretching, limbering, strengthening 
assistance. 
ONLY 10 MINUTES A DAY! 

It takes but little time and will help to keep you feeling 
“fit as a fiddle.’ Watch the energy, pep and vitality 
eome back, Watch the new sparkle in your eyes, the 


fresh color in your cheeks, By the end of a week you 
will count those ten minutes a day as time well spent. 


ett clreauetionist tna uiated MARVELOUS FOR CONSTIPATION! 


and abdominal muscles 

freed of cumbersome fat, With the “Companion” exerciser you will get just the 
digestive organs will be able waistline “Toning up” that is needed to keep your diges- 
to function better. tive organs funetioning properly. Help your system to 
free itself from toxic poisons! Relax your tense nerves 
and muscles! Start to really ‘‘live’’! 


If you order at once we will include, 
FR EE FREE of extra charge, special Exercise 
chart giving full instructions; also a 
large, illustrated Health chart. Shows you what foods to 





Exercise is a UN 
















Lots of fun and wonder- 
rat on reducing waist and 
ps 


The Bonomo eat... what to do to get more out of life. Oontains 12 
t COMPANION rules for health and a perfect figure. 
. EXERCISER Send order today! Companion Home Exerciser, complete 


distributed by 
BLEIER & BROWN 
1270 - 6th Ave., Radio 
City, New York, N. Y. B 


with foot loops, only $1. Ready to use... no adjust- 
ments, no noise, no bother. Sent C.0.D. plus postage 
or we pay postage if $1 accompanies order. Use it 5 
days ... if not delighted, your money back without 
question. Rush coupon today! 
i ey 
BLEIER and BROW 

Distributors of Joe Bonomo Exerciser 
Dept. 2E12, 1270 Sixth Avenue, Radio City 
New York, N. Y. 

Send one Companion Exerciser ready for use, with illustrated 
Exercise Chart and FREE Health Chart. I will pay postman 
$1, plus postage. We pay posiage if $1 sent with order. If 
not satisfied I may return the Companion in 5 days and re- 
ceive my $1 back. 





ONLY 


122 


WITH EXERCISE 
‘AND HEALTH 
4 CHARTS 
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By JAMES A. LAWSON 


the sunbaked yard, took his 

long, loose frame from the 
saddle, and watered his horse. He 
put his green eyes to a survey of 
flat adobe buildings and sheds as 
he left his mount in the shade of an 
open shelter. 


Bi HARMONY rode into 

















The sun was brassy, shriveling 
the bunched saecaheste grass on 
the range. Heat waves made an 
undulating curtain veiling the pur- 
ple thrust of the La Sierras del 
Muerte—Mountains of the Dead— 
beyond the hop-off point, Adobe 
City, ten miles away. "Dobe City, 
the mountains, the soupy run of 
the Rio Grande, hell, and Old Mex- 
ico. Which about summed it. 

Snores emanated from the bunk- 
house, reminding Harmony this 
was siesta hour. From what Har- 
mony had heard before coming 
here, the owner, old Alamo Carter, 
couldn’t be any more stubborn, 
headstrong and ornery than he was 
—even if his siesta was disturbed. 

Harmony’s lazy grin contrasted 
whitely with his darkly tanned face 


The girl had called 
himall sorts of names 
and ordered him to 
hit the trail. But it 
wasn’t the way of 
Ben Harmony to take 
orders from anybody, 
leastof all alittle snip 
of a girl 


DIG UP 
THE DEAD 





Barr held the girl as a shield, but 
still Ben came in. 





as he walked along a thick ’dobe 
wall and came to a heavy gate. The 
drop of the horseshoe knocker 
failed to get the response Harmony 
desired, so he lifted the latch and 
came on into a patio surrounded by 
the U-shaped rambling ’dobe 
house. 
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Pepper trees drooped listlessly 
and flies hummed above a lily pool. 
Harmony headed for a wide door, 
scuffed boots pulling his spurs 
along the flags. He was almost to 


the closed end of the U when he 


stopped, then turned. 


mh DOOR opened to his left and 
down the way he’d come. 

A muscle jerked at the corner of 
his mouth and he blinked. It was to 
his credit he was otherwise undis- 
turbed, for the girl who raised in- 
quiring brows above blue eyes was 
certainly an unexpected quantity! 
Her honey-colored hair haloed a 
small head held proudly on the col- 
umn of a slender throat. Under a 
simple dress of some very thin ma- 
terial, dainty curves were outlined 


trim and pouty. Harmony hooked - 


a thumb in his cartridge belt, 
pushed aside the plain, single- 
action .45 in the cutaway holster, 
and moved a step to his left. The 
girl noted his long figure, the worn 
levis and faded chambray shirt, the 
floppy hat above his humorous, 
lazy expressioned, high-cheek- 
boned face. 

Not a word passed between them. 
The silence was sort of ridiculous. 
Put them in the class with a couple 
strange hounds sizing each other 
up. Harmony moved another step 
to his left. 

The girl was dressed for hot 
weather, all right! And she likely 
had forgotten that because of his 
sudden, uninvited appearance. 
Harmony squinted. Yep, he had 
her between himself and the slant 
of the sunlight, all right enough. 

She was shadowed perfection, 
from trim ankles up along the fine 
sweep of her legs to rounded hips. 
As he stared, she frowned. Then, 


looking down discovered the rea- 
son for the intentness of his gaze. 

‘*Ohhh!’’ she gasped, face and 
neck going fiery. She stepped has- 
tily into the shadowed doorway 
and blazed at him. 

“You insufferable man! To 
stand there and look right through 
me. It’s insulting. You might as 
well have intruded in my bath.”’ 

“Uh-uh. I can’t stand too much 
all to once,’’ he declined. ‘‘But I’ll 
tell you what: When I get time, I’ll 
come an’ take up where we’ve left 
off. Right now, I wanta find a ol’ 
rooster whose brand is Alamo 
Carter.”’ 

‘*Old rooster!’’ she exclaimed. 
Three or four varieties of anger 
boiled in her. It made her mad 
that he dismissed her so lightly; 
she was irate also because she 
didn’t feel as annoyed as she might 
have, had another man seen her 
like that. 

‘* Alamo Carter is my father. I’m 
Louene Carter, who is telling you 
to ride, and don’t ever show up 
here again.”’ 

**T aim to see Alamo Carter,’’ he 
said lazily. ‘‘Want me to tell you 
she’s none of y’bus’ness why? 
Mebbe I want a job.’’ 

**Oh.’’ Too sweetly. ‘‘ How nice. 
You'll find my father on the range 
to the East. He’ll weleome you 
with open arms. Please slam the 
gate so it’ll be stuck if you live to 
show up again.’”’ 

‘*He’ll welcome me with open 
arms, eh?’’ Harmony mused as he 
got his horse and rode back into 
the heat waves. ‘‘More likely to be 
closed fists. Still, I ain’t figgerin’ 
on playin’ bean bags an’ slap-my- 
wrist myse’f! An’if Alamo Carter 
is a toad, he’ll get tromped under- 
foot.’’ 


DIG UP THE DEAD 
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He thought of the girl and mum- 
bled, ‘‘I hope it’s true an’ Alamo 
Carter is as honest as they say.”’ 

Behind him, Louene Carter was 
wishing she’d gotten the name of 
the sandy-haired, green-eyed man. 
Not that she was interested. She’d 
just like to meet him once more, 
and get even with him somehow. 


THE roll of the bunch-grassed 

range gave way to the Hast- 
ward swing of the foothills. Round- 
ing a point dotted with dry scrubby 
cedar trees, Ben Harmony reined 
up. Voices came thickly through 
the heat pressure as he moved on 
carefully. 

Two men sat saddle-facing each 
other. One was a gaunt man who 
stared stonily at a fattening, red- 
faced old-timer with gray hair and 
a gray horsetail mustache. 

‘*Oakes, I’m tellin’ you fo’ the 
last time, keep yo’se’f off my range 
with plenty to spare. I ain’t ac- 
eusin’ yo’ of bein’ in with the gun 
an’ contraband runners. But yo’ 
do keep outta their way an’ they 
hit acrost yo’ two-bit spread on the 
trail in an’ outta Mexico.”’ 

‘‘T ain’t no army, Alamo,’’ Tom 
Oakes growled. 

‘“No, but you could keep yo’ eyes 
open to see things the border men 
or Rangers might use. Instead, 
you keep yo’ eyes peeled fo’ mules, 
or burros, or mangy hosses them 
border-hoppers turn loose when 
they’re done with them. 

‘*Half them beasts is got tons of 
disease spreadin’ ticks—fever 
ticks an’ plain damn ticks!—on 
them. We’ve had to kill stock, burn 
range, an’ the damn State Live- 
stock an’ Range Commission’s run 
me to death! Inspec’ this, an’ that 
—bigod! You pick up them lousy 


strays fo’ the few dimes it’ll 
getcha. Then yo’ let them critters 
stray on my range. 

‘*Oakes, keep off. I’ll burn pow- 
der if I see yo’ an’ yo’ quarantine 
bait on my stompin’ grounds 
again.’’ 

Alamo Carter wheeled his horse. 
He sounded lke a horse snorting 
when he saw Harmony riding up. 
‘““Wal?’’ he bellowed. ‘‘ What Dead 
Mountain bresh trail’d yo’ come 


offa?’’ 


‘“Stop that ringin’ your tail an’ 
pawin’ dust,’’ Harmony told him 
lazily. ‘‘I’m just huntin’ me a 
ridin’ job.’’ 

““Yo’ got one!’’ Carter bawled. 
“Ride offa my range !”’ 

‘‘Pleasant ol’ skunk,’? Harmony 
drawled, grinning at Tom Oakes. 
He chuckled. ‘‘I heard you was 
stubborn an’ a bawler an’ mebbe a 
fool, Carter, when I come for a 
ridin’ job. I wouldn’t ride for you 
if you paid me forty a day an’ 
found.”’ 

‘‘Skunk!’’ Alamo Carter roared. 
*“So yo’ wouldn’t ride fo’ me. Bi- 
god, yo’ will, then. Yo’ré hired. 
So there. An’ now damn yo, yo’re 
fired. Hightail it to hell, the both 
of yo".”’ 

He dropped a big paw toward his 
gun. Harmony yawned, reined 
around. 

Tom Oakes rode beside him as he 
headed toward Adobe City. 

‘“What’s he riled about?’’ Har- 
mony demanded, after giving 
Oakes his brand. The man eyed 
Harmony suspiciously. Shrugged. 

‘‘There’s two-three passes 
through the mountains that go to 
river crossings to Mexico. I got a 
little place over here in the foot- 
hills nigh one pass, and touching 
Carter’s spread. One, the Mex au- 
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thorities have closed. The best 
runs off the Carter ranch. 

“‘Somebody, they say, is runnin’ 
guns to some rebel outfit dewn 
there, takin’ gold an’ silver an’ 
other contraband, along with wet 
cattle, in pay. Some of them cattle 
spread disease. The pack animals 
them runners use—they say, mind 
you—are let loose. Some of them 
is diseased. I pick them up, try to 
Tid out the bad ones, and sell the 
rest.’” 

‘‘To the gunrunners an’ border 
busters,’’ Harmony said easily. 
Oakes glared briefly. Then, ‘‘ How 
the hell I know who buys them for 
what?”’ 

‘‘Said contrabanders wouldn’t 
mind spreadin’ disease to a big out- 


fit that’s crampin’ their style, so. 


said big outfit would bust an’ beat 
it,’’ Harmony decided. He ignored 
Oakes’ dark look as he untied his 
tattered brush jacket and donned 
it, then slipped his legs into a pair 
of scarred, close-fitting shotgun 
ehaps. Oakes held back as they hit 
a trail that ran through the chapar- 
ral just ahead. 

Harmony slowed as he reached 
the growth of liveoak, manzanita 
and catclaw. ‘‘There’s room for 
both if we squeeze,’? Harmony 
drawled. ‘‘To ride side-by-side. 
It’s more company to ride like 
that.’’ 


ITHOUT a word, Oakes hit his 
horse with the hooks and ran 
into the trail. Harmony ran behind 
him. He didn’t aim to give Mister 
Oakes a chance to get around a 
turn, then wait and pop him when 
he came around. 
They broke out of the chaparral 
a mile from Adobe City—a collec- 
tion of ’dobe buildings and jacals 


seattered close to the semi-arid 
mountains that lay beyond. Oakes 
ealled, ‘‘Have good luck,’’ and 
drew on ahead of Harmony. 

Pushing his horse through the 
deep sand, Harmony drew rein in- 
side the wall of a feed corral, saw 
the animal fed and sheltered under 
the sloping roof around the inside 
of the wali and hit across the road 
at an angle. 

The sun shot sunset colors on the 
silent town. There were men in 
sight who lounged, eyed the 
stranger suspiciously, looked after. 
him as he went into the Six-Bits 
Cantina, the only two-story build- 
ing—a patched-up collection of 
logs and adobe—in the town. 

Tom Oakes’ horse stood in front 
of the place. Harmony grunted 
and pushed on in. There were per- 
haps a dozen men in the Two-Bit. 
One was having a drink with a 
Mexican girl. She turned sleepy, 
dark eyes toward Harmony and 
smiled. Harmony let his eyes have 
a snack: taking note of her shapely 
legs, silk sheathed, that disap- 
peared finally under her short 
skirt. The swell of her bosom was 
emphasized by the tight, extreme 
bodice. 

A couple of men were bucking © 
the craps layout. In silence. The 
drinkers at bar and tables talked 
in low tones, and everyone stared 
at Harmony. Adobe City was alive, 
but darkly, suspiciously, quietly so. 
Life went on like the life that 
spawns and works beneath the 
green scum of a stagnant pool. 

Harmony took salt, sluiced down 
his tequila, sipped water and stood 
chewing the pathetic slice of lemon 
that he got with the drink. The 
peon bartender went around, light- 
ing the dim bracket lamps. 


DIG UP THE DEAD 


She was dressed for warm weather 
all right! Ben stood and stared. 


Harmony already had spotted 
Tom Oakes in a corner, back to the 
wall beside another man. That man 
was dressed in a ‘‘town’’ sackcloth 
suit, the pants legs pulled over 
glovelike shopmade boots. An ex- 
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pensive sombrero was shoved on 
the back of his head. The man’s 
hair and brows were so tow as to 
be almost white, and his eyes con- 
tained an albino, reddish cast. 

His nose was flat and twitched 
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like a rabbit’s above the unlit 
stogie he held between thin lips. A 
six-gun rode in a tooled holster on 
his left hip—hbut when the man 
lifted his drink, his narrowing eyes 
studying Harmony over the glass, 
he used his beringed right hand. 

“*So,’’ Harmony said to himself. 
‘‘By the descriptions I got, that 
couldn’t be nobody but ‘Stogie’ 
Barr. A nice one to scare growed 
girls with an’ to keep your face 
turned toward.’’ 


HE WATCHED Oakes, who 
seemed angry and arguing, 
but couldn’t hear Oakes as he said, 
**T tell you, Barr, it’s worth more 
than I’m getting. Things are get- 
ting hot. There’s leaks. A couple 
times, the Mex authorities have 
busted things. I ain’t playing along 
much longer, and I want to make 
mine quick. I had a run in with 
Carter today. That Harmony—I 
don’t like his looks, even if he told 
Carter off—heard the ruckus.’’ 

*‘T’ll find out about him. Maybe 
he’s just a drifter. Maybe his rum- 
pus with Carter was all put on. 
We'lllearn. As for you, you’ll get 
yours in time. Don’t go telling me 
what you will or won’t do. That’s 
all.’’ His voice was flat and with- 
out expression—like a corpse 
speaking. 

“T want mine in a hurry!’’ 
Oakes snarled, getting up. 

“You'll get it,’? Stogie Barr 
promised him. 

Oakes paused at the bar, got a 
drink, rolled a smoke and pulled a 
huge, old-fashioned silver watch 
from his pocket. He was fond of 
silver, Harmony guessed. His gun 
butt was silver chased and he wore 
a large silver ring. Oakes put the 


watch back in his pocket and went 
out. 

Harmony turned. Stogie Barr 
had come up beside him. 

‘*Stranger? Have a drink.... A 
bottle of my private stock, Pablo. 
... Tom Oakes was telling me you 
heard him have a run-in with 
Alamo Carter. Hmmn. Don’t like 
to say it, but Oakes is right in 
wanting to sell his place and leave. 
Carter is bad.”’ 

‘‘He just seemed contrary an’ 
ornery to me,’’ Harmony replied. 

‘*You’re a stranger and don’t 
know. I do know. You see, I’m 
sort of a broker, Mister Harmony. 
I buy land and cattle, keep the stuff 
awhile, sell it. Make loans and the 
like, too. Would you like to buy a 
place?”’ 

*‘T ain’t got enough money to 
buy a place. I guessed mebbe I 
might get a job down here. I ain’t 
particular.”’ 

‘*Well, they tell me it pays to be 
particular who you ride with,’’ 
Barr muttered. He downed his 
drink. And grunted an abrupt 
““@’bye.’’ 

As he strolled out, the Mexican 
girl left her drinking companion 
and approached Harmony, who 
was staring after Barr. He 
watched the man through the open 
door of the cantina, saw him pause 
and speak to a rider who’d just dis- 
mounted out there. 

The Mexican girl put the pres- 
sure of one firm hand on Har- 
mony’s arm, leaned meaningly 
against him and crooned, ‘‘You 
weel buy for Doncia wan dreenk?”’ 

‘*Sure,’’? Harmony agreed, slip- 
ping one arm around her slender 
waist, his attention still on the man 
talking to Barr. He made mental 
note of the fellow’s thin, ferretlike 
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face, the weasel nose over a cruel 
yet weak mouth. The stock of a 
rifle showed back of his saddle 
pommel; he wore’a six-gun low and 
tied. 

*‘Looks like a bad one,’’ Har- 
mony muttered. ‘‘Who is he?”’ 

The girl frowned and stared up 
at him, ‘‘You do not know? That 
wan ees the Ike Tolt, who ees ride 
the seex-gun for the Carter rancho. 
And now we dreenk?”’ 

Harmony saw Barr shaking his 
head. Ike Tolt shrugged, turned 
and went into a cubbyhole cantina 
across the street. He came out 
pretty soon, wiping his lips as he 
got his horse and left the town. 


PLASMON gave his attention to 

the girl. She had a figure and 
was pretty, right enough, and he 
sort of liked the shy manner—at 
least it was good pretense !—she 
assumed. 

After another drink, she said, 
‘‘Thees ees not good hour down 
here. We go outside, to where we 
are een my room an’ have a niiiice 
dreenk. No?’’ 

‘‘So Barr works ’er this way,”’ 
Harmony thought, still wondering 
why Barr could keep a Carter man 
from remaining in town. He paid 
for a bottle, turned and said to 
Doncia, ‘‘Sure. You lead the way.”’ 

The room was dingy, and the 
lamp she lit threw dim light. She 
seemed uncertain as she joined 
Harmony, who’d eased down on a 
sagging couch. Then she was be- 
side him, smiling. ‘‘You want a 
dreenk?’’ 

‘*Naw,’’ he refused, and waited 
for her next move. 

The girl’s knee was a warm pres- 
sure against him, and now she 
leaned, put one arm around his 


neck and lay back in his arms, look- 
ing up at him. She crossed her 
legs and the short ruffled skirt 
slipped, disclosing tawny skin 
above high, dark stockings. Gar- 
ters with huge rosettes peeping at 
Harmony enhanced the general ef- 
fect. 

‘“*You like Doncia?’’ She was 
studying him, her red lips pursed. 
The swell of her bosom rose and 
fell as she breathed faster, as 
though a game _ suddenly had 
turned a dangerous, real corner. 

Harmony figured he might as 
well play along. It wouldn’t be 
very hard to do, at that. Maybe he 
was mucho loco—but he couldn’t 
just figure her as the general run 
of dance-hall girl. No wonder, he 
guessed: She worked for Stogie 
Barr, sounding out every stranger 
who came along. 

He gathered her in his arms, 
bent his head. Her lips parted 
slightly as he crushed his mouth to 
hers. It was just another kiss at 
first. But as their lips clung, her 
arms tightened as did Harmony’s 
and the kiss became a thing of 
dynamite. 

She pressed herself against him, 
whimpering in her throat as she 
moved restlessly. But then sud- 
denly she kicked, tore out of his 
arms and sat up. 

‘*T do not mean to be so much as 
that to you!’’ she protested. ‘I 
eannot help her, though, eet 
seemed. I den’t like border buz- 
zards, and—’’ 

‘¢ An’ in findin’ out somethin’ for 
Stogie Barr, y’slipped once,”’ said 
Harmony huskily. ‘‘If it’s what 
y’want to know, I ain’t a border 
hopper.”’ 

‘‘Me, I don’t fin’ nothing for 
Stogie Barr!’’ she spat. ‘‘I have 
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watch for a tall, lazy Tejano. I 
theenk you are heem. P’raps?’’ 

““Mebbe?’’ Warily. 

She poured drinks and raised 
her glass. ‘‘I geeve toast. To the 
herder of goats een the foothills. 
Once, he ees on the range, now he 
ees move.’’ 

**Oh.’’? Harmony nodded slowly. 
**T’d like to meet him. Mebbe we 
can get a good milk an’ wool 
crop?’’ 

““Sil?’? she cried. ‘‘Me, I am 
afraid here. I am, I theenk, maybe 
suspec’. Tonight I return across 
them Rio Grande for stay, eef 
somebody ride a way weeth me, 
until meet ees herder of goats.’’ 

They drank. 


a HOUR later, Doncia and Ben 
Harmony rode out of the silent 
town. 

They climbed their horses and 
after another hour had passed, the 
girl reined left and shortly raised 
her voice in plaintive Spanish 
song. 

Starlight and faint moonlight 
showed a brush and pole corral as 
they came into a little clearing. A 
small herd of goats startled, moved 
inside the corral. 

A small man in ragged peon’s 
garb stood before a brush shelter. 
Harmony sniffed as he dismounted. 
‘¢Juniper,’’ he said. ‘‘Never knew 
it grew in this special part.’’ 

The goatherder said, ‘‘Some not 
like the smell. But eet covers smell 
of goat wheech ees strong for one 
who but lately has herded them. 
These leetle patch here ees all the 
juniper of wheech I know ees on 
thees mountain.’’ 

“‘T heard of a fella name of Juan 
Beza who—’’ Harmony began. 

‘How strange! Those ees my 


name. I was about to say I my- 
self one time knew an hombre by 
name. He, eet seem, was one 
verrr-y especial hombre weeth hees 
United States Custom Service. He 
was een the city of San Diego of 
California, but they say he ees ride 
thees way?’’ 

‘*Reckon that settles ’er,’’ Har- 
mony said. ‘‘Beza, what’s news?’’ 

‘*Wirst, we send Doncia to safety. 
When I’m move off range to thees 
mountain, I leave her to try meet 
you, send you here. Also, she have 
learn other theengs. Already, our 
Mexico officers have stopped one 
crossing of gons, and have stopped 
blackleg herd from Mexico ruining 
the range over here. Here, where I 
have no true authority, but have 
learn to know Stogie Barr ees the 
beeg man. If we could prove eet 
on heem!’’ 

The girl had mounted and now 
said good-bye, squeezing Har- 
mony’s hand in farewell. He found 
himself wondering if the hand of 
Louene Carter would be as soft 
and warm. 


wits the smell of juniper 
strong in their nostrils, Ben 
Harmony, of the United States 
Custom Service, and Juan Beza, 
of the Government of Mexico, set- 
tled for a talk. Distant and faint 
on the mountain to the North, came 
sound of animals on the move. 
‘‘Your Rangers come, a patrol 
scatters them devils,’’ Beza said. 
‘‘But most get away in thees coun- 
try. Now, we are hurting them at 
the Rio Grande’s other bank. They 
are in a hurry to clean up because 
of that. Never, though, does a pris- 
oner know—or weel not tell—who 
ees beeg man. We prove notheeng 
on Barr.”’ 
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Suddenly she kicked, tore 


‘‘That bunch we hear movin’?”’ 
Harmony wondered. 

‘‘Weel be scattered when they 
eross the rio tonight. It is one 
more shipment I hear of and geeve 
word to my country. But the men 
we lose, or keel in the dark. We 
lose soldiers, too. We stop the beeg 
man, we stop all.’’ 

“‘An’ your bein’ around up here 
ain’t healthy,’’ Harmony grunted. 


out of his arms, and sat up. 





“*Si. Itheenk so too. But,’’ Beza 
shrugged, ‘‘ you see how eet ees.”’ 

“TU hang my hat in Adobe 
City, then,’’ Harmony advised a 
short time later as he rode away. 
He didn’t go in to town, but sage- 
henned it that night. He rode into 
Adobe City after sunup, ate a lei- 
surely breakfast, and stepped out 
into the street in time to see a 
creaking wagon lead a little proces- 
sion into town. 

There was a man in the wagon, 
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blanket covered, his toes turned 
up. Harmony dismissed him. Rid- 
ing behind the wagon was Alamo 
and Louene Carter. Harmony no- 
ticed Alamo’s holster was empty, 
his feet tied to his stirrups. His 


red face was set and he seemed. 


about to explode. Louene rode be- 
side him, her chin high. She 
glanced down at Harmony, opened 
her mouth, shut it. 

Sheriff Hernandez and Ike Tolt 
rode back of the Carters. Har- 
mony, as the wagon stopped before 
the saddle-maker shop that also 
was the undertaking establishment, 
followed on foot as Hernandez 
herded his charges to the ’dobe of- 
fice and jail. 

Hernandez said apologetically, 
‘‘Senor Carter, this I do not like 
to do. But the evidence! I get jury 
for inquest. Meantime you must be 
in the jail.”’ 

Feet freed and dismounted, Car- 
ter roared and ran at Ike Tolt. He 
kicked at Tolt, who leaped aside 
cursing Alamo. The sheriff 
grabbed the rancher and pushed 
him into the jail office. A crowd was 
collecting. Harmony was pushed 
inside and then to one side as Sto- 
gie Barr busted in. 

Carter bristled and swelled at 
Barr, too. ‘‘Yo’re a crook, an’ 
yo’re back of this,’’? he snarled. 
‘“Yo’ tried to buy me, bust me, an’ 
yo’ insulted Louene. I wasn’t 
hedged up, I’d give yo’ another 
whuppin’ worse’n the one yo’ got 
when you caught her an’ kissed her 
that time.’’ 

Anger leaped in Harmony. He 
ached to bust Barr’s mouth. 

‘“What’s up, Hernandez?’’ Barr 
growled, turning his back to Car- 
ter. 

‘“‘This morning, Senor Tolt start 


for the Carter ranch. He has been 
drinking and started just before 
sunup. He find the body of Tom 
Oakes on the range. The gun, the 
watch, ring, all them things are 
gone. It looked so: like somebody 
think buzzards fix so nobody know 
Oakes if them things are taken. He 
come get me. I go, and buzzards 
not yet are up. I go see Senor 
Carter. I find Tom Oakes things 
hid in his barn. Tolt help me 
hunt.’’ 

“Damn yo’, Tolt, turnin’ on 
me!’’ Carter raged. ‘‘An’ yo’ was 
the one said look around the 
stables. Bigod—’’ 

‘“‘There was bad feeling between 
Carter and Oakes. Last night, 
Oakes tried to sell me his place. 
Was afraid of Carter,’’ Barr said. 
‘¢Why, heil. Here’s a man heard 
Carter threaten Oakes.”’ 

‘*Senor Harmony? A stranger? 
Then—’’ 

“‘Yeah, he threatened him, 
a’right,’’ Harmony agreed. 

Louene Carter glared at him. 
‘*You—sneak! With all of you in 
on this, you think my father has no 
chance. You can’t do this.”’ 

“The inquest this afternoon,”’’ 
Hernandez said, and urged Carter 
toward the cell in the other room. 
Old Alamo bared his teeth at Har- 
mony. 

‘“‘Yo’re another in on it. Yo’ 
wait’lI—Damn yo’ all!’’ 

When the old man was locked up, 
Hernandez informed Harmony he 
would have to be at the inquest. 
Harmony nodded. He went out and 
found himself a place in the shade 
where he could watch the street. 


E WAS sitting there, apparent- 
ly asleep, when Ike Tolt rode 
out of Adobe City, trotting his 


DIG UP THE DEAD 


17 





horse toward Dead Mountains. He 
forgot Tolt for the time and tried 
to figure himself into the picture as 
it was now painted. He looked up 
suddenly. : 

Louene Carter had stepped out 
of a store and stopped before him. 
She glared, seemed of a mind to 
use the quirt hung on her wrist. 
“*My father didn’t do this!’’ she 
croaked. 

She was fighting fear, Harmony 
knew. He had an ache to take her 
in his arms and comfort her. He 
warned instead, ‘‘Don’t be hatin’ 
me, Miss Carter. Not yet. Your 
paw ain’t finished, even if it does 
look bad. I had to tell the truth. 
He—’’ 

‘*He threatened Oakes, perhaps. 
But it was bluster. And who are 
you to tell me not to hate you?’’ 

**T’m mebbe a man who can help 
you, an’ wants to.”’ 

She stared down at him, then 
moved away suddenly. ‘‘Damn 
you,’’ she groaned, ‘‘I hate you 
because I’d like to believe in you.”’ 

Harmony ran those words in his 
mind as he saddled his horse. 
Maybe Juan Beza had learned 
something during the night? He 
put his horse to the mountain trail. 
A couple miles on, he dropped his 
hand toward his gun. His own gun- 
hand down, Ike Tolt came around 
a bend and stopped, facing Har- 


mony. 
‘*Hi,’’ Harmony greeted. 
“Yump,’”’ Tolt grunted. 


‘*Stranger, what the hell you do- 
ing on this trail?”’ 
‘*None of your damn’ bus’ness,”’ 


Harmony replied. ‘‘ But it ain’t no: 


secret. I got some time ’til the in- 
quest. I aimed to look around, an’ 
it’s cooler up here.’’ 

**It gets hot up here, too,’’ Tolt 


growled as he rode on. As he 
passed Harmony, Harmony’s nose 
twitched, and when Tolt was out of 
sight, Harmony hurried on. 

‘*He plumb stunk like he’d been 
wrasslin’ juniper trees!’’ Har- 
mony blasted. ‘‘ An’ Beza’s camp’s 
the only place... .’’ 

Beza’s camp was deserted. Har- 
mony looked in the shelter, then 
called as he went toward the cor- 
ral. He stopped in his tracks. 

‘‘Harm—ony. $2, I don’t move.’’ 

Harmony moved to his left. The 


‘voice sounded again. 


‘*Bigod!’’? he swore and com- 
menced tearing at a mound of 
stones covered with juniper 
boughs. He helped Juan Beza 
stand and walk to his shelter, and 
while he bandaged a furrow in 
Beza’s scalp and tied up a bullet 
hole in his leg, Beza said: 

“‘T’m not see who ees eet. I just 
come back from hearing one more 
arms sheepment ees last night 
stopped,’’ Beza gasped. ‘‘I’m told 
three day ago, move out. They 
now figured I am spy, an’ so after 
last night ... Anyhow, gun roars, 
heets my leg the bullet, then I go 
dark. I wake up, cannot move 
from them stone. Then you eall.’’ 

** An’ we’ll make another 11’! call 
if y’figger y’can stand ’er, Beza,”’’ 
Harmony snarled. ‘‘The skunk 
who figured you dead, an’ piled 


- rock an’ juniper on you, is Ike 


Tolt. I knew he’d been here when 
I smelt juniper on him.’’ 

‘“‘But that weel not prove—”’ 
Beza began. 

‘“‘Wait!’? Harmony cut in. ‘‘Bi- 
god, Beza, I got a idea. Will you 
take a long chance with me? Can 
you manage?”’ 

‘‘Me, I’m manage too plenty,”’ 

(Continued on page 82) 
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By LARRY DUNN 


66 UDDEN” CASSIDY 
snapped away the quirly 
he had been inhaling. 

The smoke tasted as rotten as he 

felt inside. The stench of dead 

cows seemed to have misflavored 
his makin’s. He guessed, if he had 
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a soul, it would smell almost as bad 
to decent folks. 

“‘Quit that damn’ moanin’!’’ he 
growled at ‘‘Mex’’ Ramo who was 
riding beside him. ‘‘ Don’t yuh ever 
feel like a skunk, Ramo? Ain’t yah 
ever wakin’ up in yore bunk hearin’ 


GHOST CREEK 


Kinnard was more than an outlaw chief; he was 
the only banker in the county. And as such he had 
forced Sudden Cassidy into an owlhoot job. Maybe 
he was crazy, bucking Kinnard over a girl—but 
Sudden figured his six-shooter was as fast a as s the 


next man’s! 


Sudden lashed out with 
a pistol-whipping blow 
that laid the banker out 
fiat. 


shut off the yowlin’!’’ 

Ramo’s white teeth bared in the 
moonlight. He quit hamming some 
greaser version of ‘‘git along little 
dogies’’ and grinned wolfishly. 

‘‘Amigo Sudden ees dream too 
much of thees Senorita Maree,’’ 
he said meaningly. ‘‘Soon Ghost 
Creek she make the Rancho Esta- 


them steers bawlin’? Leastwise, 








ban green again. Maree weel ride 
away weeth Keenard, and then—’’ 
And then ‘‘Amigo Sudden’’ 
would have pistol smashed the 
white teeth back into Mex Ramo’s 
poison mouth, but a clear scream 
19 
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of terror shrilled from the patio 
of the hacienda lying a hundred 
yards or so below them. One scream 
only,‘ and it was a girl’s voice. 
There was but one girl at the 
Rancho Estaban, Mary Harden. 
And between her and whatever 
might happen to a frail, lovely 
creature so tempting to the eye 
and the imagination was only her 
dying brother, Joe Harden. 
‘‘C’mon, Ramo!’’ grated Sudden 
Cassidy. ‘‘Mebbe yuh’ve still got 
some decency in yore stinkin’ 
heart! Rust Kinnard ain’t gittin’ 
away with nothin’ like that!’’ 


UDDEN’S big Mexican spurs 
roweled his roan gelding and 

the horse started springing for- 
ward. But Mex Ramo was quick. 
His pinto made a jump and his 
brown hand shot to the reins of the 
grulla. 

“One beeg fool, amigo!’’ snarled 
the Mex. ‘‘Keenard savvy and ees 
tell Ramo to stop—’’ 

‘“‘Yuh filthy greaser!’’ gritted 
Sudden, his rawhide body snap- 
ping around as fast as a whiplash. 
‘‘So Keenard ees tell yuh, huh?’’ 

Sudden knew he should have 
slapped out an iron and busted 
Ramo’s skull permanent, but the 
cayuses were plunging. So he 
slammed a hard fist with all the 
force of his lanky arm. Ramo’s 
nose squashed flat on his greasy 
face and his squat body lifted clear 
of the saddle. He hit and somer- 
saulted and didn’t come to his feet. 

‘¢An’ if I’ve busted yore damn’ 
neck, that’s all right with me!’’ 
muttered Sudden, as his mount 
went down the slope toward the 
woven ocotillo fence that sur- 
rounded the hacienda. 


HE Arizona moon made desert 

silver light, in which every 
moving object leaped out as dis- 
tinctly as though it were day. It 
was four o’clock in the morning 
and the sun would rise in another 
hour. There should not have been 
a yellow square of lamplight in 
the window of the bedroom that 
belonged to Mary Harden, but it 
was there. 

Three saddled horses were tied 
to the corral poles inside the ocotil- 
lo barrier of thorns. A low, wide 
porch ran around the outside of the 
hacienda. Sudden ignored the gate 
in the ocotillo, some distance to 
one side, and put his horse over the 
woven spikes. 

Because of the dryness, it being 
weeks since Ghost Creek had run 
with water for the Rancho Esta- 
ban, the pony’s hoofs landed with- 
out sound in muffling alkali sand. 
The animal fell to its knees and 
Sudden went on with a twisting 
spring of his lanky body that 
placed him on his feet. 

He stroked the smooth walnut of 
a six-gun stock as he ran forward 
soundlessly toward the lghted 
window. The steely voice of hawk- 
nosed Rust Kinnard floated out. 

‘“Yuh be good tuh me, an’ maybe 
Ghost Creek will water yore ranch 
again, honey,’’ said Kinnard. ‘‘If 
T git t’ like yuh, we might even git 
hitched proper.’’ 

Sudden swore between clenched 
teeth, for Mary Harden’s strained, 
sweet voice took him back when she 
replied. 

“Tf I eould trust you, Rust 
Kinnard, I’d do it save Joe,’’ she 
was saying desperately. ‘‘ You’ve 
got me, anyway, and nothing mat- 
ters but Joe’s chance to get well. 
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It’s too late to save any of the 
cows and all our money’s gone. 
Will you promise—?”’ 

‘“‘The pore, little fool!’’ said 
Sudden Cassidy huskily in his 
throat. ‘‘Well, bigod! Now I kin 
git some of the rottenness out’n my 
own innards!’’ 

His six-gun rasped leather and 
came to a steady line. But he had 
the sense to hesitate long enough 
to consider. Two of Kinnard’s 
other owlhoots were with him, or 
their horses wouldn’t be here? Mex 
Ramo probably would have come 
out of it and be skulking along be- 
hind him? 

If he gunned Kinnard cold, he 
probably wouldn’t survive to be of 
any further use to Mary? And as 
rotten as he felt he had become, 
Sudden never had gunned another 
hombre down without giving him 
a chance to draw. 

So he crouched outside the win- 
dow, thumb itching along the 
hammer of the Colt. He couldn’t 
help but pull in a long breath and 
feel his back muscles grow cold 
and squirm with appreciation. For 
Mary Harden was plumb fascinat- 
ing in the clinging white nightie 
that caressed every lovely contour 
from near her knees to her throb- 
bing throat. 

She was standing with the low, 
single bed between her and Rust 
Kinnard’s bulky figure. Her brown 
hair streamed to her waist and her 
flower-like face was uplifted with 


red-lipped petals making a quiver- — 


ing mouth. Sudden could see Kin- 
nard’s tongue licking at his rat- 
trap lips as his black eyes gleamed 
with avid intent. 

‘“Yuh got some sense,’’ said Kin- 
nard. ‘‘ An’ it might as well be here 
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an’ now. Mebbe I’ll be gittin’ some 
cows fer yuh t’ restock when the 
creek runs again.”’ 

‘*Oh, please—please!’’ pleaded 
Mary suddenly, desperately. ‘‘ Not 
now—not until I know you'll keep 
your word—not with Joe asleep 
in the house—I’ll do what you say, 
if you'll wait—”’ 

Kinnard’s reply was a_ low, 
coarse laugh. ‘‘ An’ if’n yuh don’t, 
yore brother mightn’t ever wake 
i 

He strode .round the end of the 
bed, and one hand caught the thin 
night gown, brushing it off her 
smooth shoulder. For the minute, 
Sudden Cassidy was stunned by 
the lovely girl’s apparent. submis- 
sion. He heard her say, ‘‘Oh, if 
you’ll keep your word—please— 
please—’’ 


OMETHING snapped _ inside 

Sudden Cassidy. 

‘*Kinnard!’’ he rasped sharply. 
‘Turn around! Git yore irons off 
that chair! I’m waitin’!’’ 

Mary’s small hand went to her 
red lips, with its back pressed to 
her white teeth, stifling the scream 
that wanted to come. Kinnard’s 
abrupt turn, his hard oath told 
Sudden there could be nothing but 
a fatal showdown now. And 
damned if he didn’t feel a warm 
glow inside, the first decency since 
he had become one of Rust Kin- 
nard’s owlhoots welling through 
his veins. 

‘“‘Sudden? Yuh loecoed fool!’’ 
Kinnard mouthed his words, turn- 
ing. ‘‘Put down that smoke pole! 
No owlhoot ever bucked me an’ 
lived!”’ 

That was what he was. Sudden 
Cassidy, one of Rust Kinnard’s 
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own owlhoots. For Kinnard was 
more than an outlaw chief. He was 
the only banker in the county. As 
such he had crowded Sudden Cas- 
sidy on a short term note, and 
Sudden had the choice of sacrific- 
ing his own small S-C spread or 
doing Kinnard’s bidding. 

The first owlhoot job had been 
something of a pleasure. For it 
had been the diversion of Ghost 
Creek back in the mountain hog- 
backs and the drying up of the 
Estaban rancho. The Estaban 
spread took up nearly two sections 
of land in the valley watered by 
the eveek. Don Estaban had pros- 
pered in the valley and built this 
rambling hacienda. 

But, as Sudden Cassidy had 
looked at it then, Don Estaban 
was a ‘‘furriner.’’ There had been 
more than suspicion that Don Esta- 
ban had used his Ghost Creek pas- 
tures to cover up the running of 
rustled stock across the border. So 
Sudden had thrown in with Rust 
Kinnard and his hirelings without 
any qualms of conscience. 

Later had come the real idea in 
the ecroooked mind of Kinnard. 
The control of Ghost Creek was 
simple enough. A big gate dam in 
the hills could send its water down 
a side canyon, or back onto the 
Estaban rancho. The water had 
been returned after Don Estaban 
had been driven out. 

- The ranch had been sold to Mary 
Harden and her sick brother for 
their lifetime savings. Now the 
water of Ghost Creek had been 
diverted again. Kinnard was pre- 
paring to take back the spread 
and sell it to another rich east- 
erner. After Mary Harden, Kin- 
nard had found another young 
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woman who was soon to come to 
Arizona and take over the big 
ranch. 

Della Courtney was the high- 
flown name of the new prospect. 
Sudden had learned that only the 
day before. 

So when Kinnard rapped out, 
“‘No owlhoot ever bucked me an’ 
lived,’’ Sudden Cassidy could not 
deny to himself that he was what 
Kinnard had called him. But Kin- 
nard was going for his guns on the 
chair and the half-naked Mary 
Harden was standing as transfixed 
and rigid as a beautiful, white 
statue. 

6“ B’rang!”’ 


ie WAS a ringing single shot. It 
came with a stab of blue flame 
and smoke from an inner door. 
Rust Kinnard spun half around, 
eatching at his shoulder. Young 
Joe Harden, hollow-eyed and weak, 
was in the doorway, a smoking iron 
in his hand. Kinnard cursed and 
made a new grab for his guns. 


‘*Git out, Joe!’ shouted Sudden, 
heaving himself over the low win- 
dow sill. ‘‘Take Mary, grab hosses, 
an’ ride like the devil was on yore 
tail! I’l] pick yuh up!’’ 

As she was, the thin nightgown 
revealing the flash of her beautiful, 
slender legs as she darted toward 
her brother, Mary was an eyeful 
that would have hypnotized Sud- 
den at any other time. But Sudden 
had no time for thinking about that 
right now. 

Kinnard’s gun was in his left 
hand, swinging up, when Sudden 
slashed around with a pistol-whip- 
ping blow that laid open the bank- 
er-outlaw’s chin and knocked him 
flat. Sudden’s knee hit the table 


OWLHOOTS OF GHOST CREEK 


23 





and the oil lamp crashed and went 
out. 

But a hard voice bellowed in the 
open window behind him, an iron 
exploded. Sudden imagined for the 
instant that his spine had been 








He ripped at her dress. “Bigod! 
I'll beat the livin’ lights outa 
yuhl? 


split wide open, for the slug struck 
him in the back above the level of 
his hips. But it couldn’t have been 
his spine, for he was able to drop 
to the floor, squirm around and 
plaster the square of the window 
opening with lead. 
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He had the satisfaction then of 
hearing a squawking groan and 
guttural, choking oaths in Mex. 
So it was Mex Ramo he had 
gunned. Other voices were yelling 
and Kinnard’s other two owlhoots 
were clumping toward the win- 
dow on the porch. 

One owlhoot emitted a warning 
ery. ‘‘Look over thar! It’s the 
dang’ gal! They’re takin’ the 
hosses !”’ 

Sudden’s hips and legs were 
numbed and he was still believ- 
ing he had collected a backbone 
breaker, but he managed to roll 
toward the doorway where Mary 
and Joe had disappeared. As he did 
he heard the quick pounding of 
hoofs and a gun whammed a couple 
of times on the porch. 

Mary Harden screamed, but her 
ery diminished, and Sudden knew 
she must be on one of the running 
horses. One of the owlhoots swore 
vilely and said, ‘‘Laid out her 
damn’ brother, but them three 
hosses’l] run themselves t’ hell an’ 
gone! Hi, Burt! Grab Sudden’s 
nag an’ pick up the gal ’fore she 
gits into the malpais!’’ 


GUDDEN groaned. Mary’s 

brother had been gunned down. 
And the girl had headed desperate- 
ly for the trackless desert badlands, 
instead of hitting the trail toward 
Gila, the county seat town. Then he 
judged the seared horses must be 
running away, otherwise the girl 
would not have gone without her 
brother. 

Sudden discovered he could 
stand. Then he pulled his cartridge 
belt around and found a dented 
concha where he had thought a slug 
had drilled him, Kinnard was still 


quiet on the floor. Sudden went 
back out of the window and saw 
Mex Ramo sprawled out. He had 
become a good greaser with a death 
slug through him. 

Sudden was halfway to his geld- 
ing when one of the owlhoots 
started to swing into the saddle. 
Not wanting to risk hitting his 
horse, Sudden triggered both guns, 
the bullets scooping the ground at 
the owlhoot’s feet. The gelding 
made a quick jump, threw off the 
hombre and Sudden was in the 
saddle before the Kinnard pair 
could heat up their irons. 

Sudden left the hacienda the 
same way he had arrived, over the 
spiky ocotillo. He saw Mary’s 
brother lying in a grotesque hud- 
dle close to the horse corral. Guns 
whanged behind him and his geld- 
ing put on speed as lead flicked his 
rump. 

Sudden knew the outlaws and 
Kinnard would be several minutes 
finding saddles and getting them 
on other cayuses. He headed by 
guess into the desert, and was glad 
now that Mary Harden had gone 
into the malpais. For she would 
have been caught on the way to 
Gila, or in the town that Kinnard 
bossed with a lawless hand. 


ONE minute, it was still chilly in 
the moonlight, and the next 
minute a blazing red sun came 
smoking up. Sudden was in the 
baking sink inhabited only by liz- 
ards, buzzards and rattlers, with 
an oceasional deadly gila monster 
to enliven the scene. In ten minutes 
heat waves were dancing over 
brown and yellow rocks. 
Sudden east about for trail sign, 
but found none. He was thinking 
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of the lovely Mary Harden, clad 
only in her thin nightie. Doubtless 
she was completely lost and help- 
less. She must have known her 
brother had been killed, and she 
had been unable to stop the run- 
away horses. 

“Bigod!’’ groaned Sudden. 
‘*Kiven if Kinnard and them other 
buzzards don’t catch her up, she 
won’t last two hours in this infer- 
no! The nags’ll run themselves 
out an’ she ain’t got a chance!’’ 

The sky was becoming brassy 
and Sudden’s own lips were dry- 
ing and beginning to crack. The 
Estaban rancho had been lost to 
view when the sun popped up. 
Sudden could only be thankful he 
had seen no signs of Kinnard’s 
pursuit. He thought possibly the 
owlhoot leader might well be satis- 
fied, knowing the girl would per- 
ish. And there was her brother’s 
body to be disposed of. 

‘‘Kinnard’ll put out that they 
both lost theirselves in the mal- 
pais sink,’’ muttered Sudden. ‘‘ An’ 
then he’ll swing the gate on Ghost 
Creek an’ bait them pastures for 
this other damfool gal from the 
East. Della Courtney, huh? One o’ 
the dude kind with dinero an’ no 
savvy. If I kain’t save Mary—’’ 

Sudden shivered, as hot as he 
was, thinking of Mary’s white per- 
fection becoming parboiled tor- 
ture. His gelding had slowed, but 
he kept him circling and hitting 
every spot of higher ground. Noth- 
ing impeded his view except the 
dipping arroyos. There were only 
Paloverdes and scrawny desert 
willows where there weren’t mes- 
quite and creosote bushes. 

Then Sudden saw Mary, and she 
had lost the horses. For she was 
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beside a huge Bisnaga, her tat- 
tered night gown streaming in the 
steady desert wind. Against the 
dark green of the barrel cactus, 
she was a white, living image. In 
spite of the desperate plight of the 
girl, her curved perfection started 
Sudden’s pulses pounding. Since 
he had been hooked up with the 
Kinnard outfit, Sudden had kept 
his conscience clean when it came 
to decent women critters. 

He swore at himself. ‘‘Yuh git 
her out’n here, an’ yuh use what 
dinero yuh’ve saved t’ send her 
back Hast, an’ then yuh high-tail 
fer others parts, Sudden Cassidy,’’ 
he exhorted himself. ‘‘Yuh’ve got 
only one other chore. Yuh head off 
that damfool Della Courtney ’fore 
she gits the Gila stage down at 
Crook Elbow.’’ 


EK WAS sending his tired nag 
down through an arroyo to- 
ward Mary Harden. As the ground 
dipped, she was lost to his view 
for a few seconds. He emerged only 
a few yards away, and was about 
to shout. But he reined up the geld- 
ing, clamped his teeth shut and 
whipped out a six-gun. The girl’s 
face was turned from him and she 
seemed trying to stay in what 
shade was cast by the huge Bis- 
naga. 

Sudden steadied the six-gun, 
pulling back the hammer. For the 
sun had gleamed upon a slimy gray 
length with black diamond spots. A 
big rattler was slowly coiling up 
against the barrel cactus within 
two feet of the girl’s bare and 
lovely legs. 

Mary Harden screamed hyster- 
ically when Sudden triggered the 
gun three times. She whirled and 
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perhaps she failed to see the writh- 
ing length of the snake that had 
been chopped by Sudden’s bullets. 
And she no doubt saw Sudden’s 
shooting and his appearance as a 
new threat from a Kinnard outlaw. 

‘Wait!’ yelled Sudden. ‘‘I’m 
yore amigo! Wait!”’ 

But as she had sereamed, the be- 
wildered and terror-filled girl was 
darting away. Her small feet were 
bare and desperation made her 
quick. She sprang onto a clutter 
of yellow rocks elose by, climbing 
with total disregard for her scanty 
gown. Sudden shouted at her again 
and roweled the gelding. 

All in the same instant, Sudden 
saw Mary throw up her hands and 
heard the vicious crack of a rifle. 
Mary started falling. The shot had 
come from some distance. The way 
the lovely girl pitched headlong to 
the sharp rocks below her, Sud- 
den knew her skull was broken and 
that the rifle bullet had drilled her 
fatally. 

“The damn’, yeller-bellied 
skunks!’’ he grated, sinking the 
steel in the gelding’s sides, and 
‘thumbing back the hammers of 
both six-guns. 

And before the horse could make 
two jumps a second rifle whanged. 
Sudden saw the blood on _ his 
horse’s mane just forward of the 
saddle horn, and he tried to twist 
in the saddle to spot the new 
guicher. But his horse squealed 
with pain, sunfished and swapped 
ends so fast that Sudden was 
caught off balance. 

Even as he was falling head 
down, Sudden had a glimpse of a 
rider on a spotted paint pony, and 
the rider was centering a rifle up- 
on him for a finishing shot: Then 


the impact of a flat rock seemed to 
tear his head from his shoulders, 
and for all Sudden could tell the 
death slug had been fired. 


6¢TDLEASE, God, don’t let him 

die!’’ a strained voice was 
saying as Sudden Cassidy’s ears 
functioned again. ‘‘Oh, I made an 
awful mistake! If I’d only seen that 
snake he killed before I shot at 
him! Please, don’t make me a mur- 
derer!”’ 

Sudden’s fogged senses made 
him imagine for a few seconds that 
he had been mistaken about Mary 
being dead. Then his eyelids rasped 
open over dry and burning eye- 
balls and he was looking into the 
face of an angel. So it must be him 
that was dead? 

No. She was still talking and 
she was shielding his face from the 
sun by cuddling his aching head 
in her arms. The intimacy of con- 
tact made by one ear and the lus- 
cious view he had of a rounded 
throat and the white curves that 
lay below in an opened wool shirt 
eaused Sudden to wish he didn’t 
have to speak or move. 

The girl’s hair was so black and 
soft that it made a cloudy halo 
around her dusky face. And if it 
hadn’t been for the wideness of 
her brown eyes and the creamy 
whiteness of her skin, Sudden 
wold have imagined she was a Mex. 
Her lips were a natural and vivid 
red, and Sudden knew he had never 
seen any girl before as pretty as 
she was. 

‘*Can you hear me?’’ she said 
softly. ‘‘Try to drink this, please. 
You must live, because I never 
could forget it if you didn’t.’’ 

Sudden swallowed a bitter-sweet 
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“Wait!” Sudden yelled as he 
triggered the gun and blasted 
the snake. “I’m yore amigo! 
Wait!” 
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liquid. He realized instantly that 
this girl must be the daughter of 
some desert prospector or some 
squatter in one of the few verdant 
canyons. For she had broken down 
the Bisnaga, the barrel cactus. And 
in spite of its steely spines, she 
had churned its pulp with a mes- 
quite stick until it yielded a pint or 
so of warm but weleome water. 

Only a desert rat could have 
taught her that. Sudden felt 
strength flowing into his numbed 
limbs, and the warm roundness of 
the lap upon which a shoulder and 
arm were pillowed all at once be- 
came a mightier tonic than the 
drink she had given him. If he 
could only think of some way to 
avoid having to move from this 
position? 

But she had seen his eyes open 
wider, and a warm flush suddenly 
tinged the white throat so close 
to him. She hastily started to re- 
lease her arms and Sudden just as 
hastily reached up, pulled her head 
down and kissed her full upon the 
lips. 

‘Why, you shammin’ skulker!’’ 
she eried, as she pulled her face 
to one side. ‘‘If this wasn’t all so 
terrible, I’d think you’ve been 
making a fool of me. I don’t be- 
lieve—’’ 

This time he locked her tight 
in both arms and said, ‘‘In a 
minute I’ll be comin’ to my right- 
ful senses, an’ find out yuh ain’t 
anything but a part of a danged 
mirage. So—’”’ 

“A mirage?’’? she murmured, 
and this time she was looking into 
his steady gray eyes. ‘‘Maybe 
we’re both seeing a mirage. We’ll 
find out.’’ 

She was pressing her warm, 


parted lips hard upon his mouth 
then in a kiss the like of which 
Sudden Cassidy had never before 
experienced. A kiss that made him 
feel as if a desert sandstorm had 
started in his brain. He knew he 
shouldn’t have done it, but his 
mouth slipped from her lips to her 
throat. 

Perhaps it was the reaetion of 
discovering she had not killed a 
man by mistake, with the emotion 
stirring knowledge that a dead girl 
lay close to them against the vio- 
lently yellow rocks. The girl’s 
hands pressed Sudden’s head more 
tightly to her. Just for an instant 
that was, then she moved quickly, 
freeing herself. 

‘God in heaven!’’ she cried out. 
‘*What is wrong with me? Who are 
you? That poor girl over there? 
Why did they kill her? We must be 
plumb loco, cowboy! I never—’’ 


T SNAPPED Sudden to his sober 
senses, and he knew this girl 
had done the right thing just in 
time. But he was also convinced 
that this was but the beginning 
and not the end. And something 
sang inside him, a new feeling that 
had not been there when he had 
believed he had to keep a tight 
loop around his heart in the rescue 
he had planned for the dead Mary 


Harden. 


Sudden was smart enough to 
know that Mary had been of an- 
other world outside his own, and 
that having been an owlhoot tool 
of Rust Kinnard, he could never 
be fit for such as her. But this girl 
was of a different world, his own. 
He got to his feet. 

She had pulled the wool shirt 
closer to her throat now. She was 
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wearing the overalls and the boots 
of a desert range girl. Her face 
was deeply bronzed by the burning 
sun. Her hands were brown and 
had a pliant strength that Sudden 
knew could dally a rope or cook 
an appetizing mess of chuck. 

He told her the truth. ‘‘I’m Sud- 
den Cassidy,’’ he said. ‘‘I have 
been one of the gang who killed 
this girl, Mary Harden. They mur- 
dered her brother. The chief took 
a liking to her. We turned off 
Ghost Creek and starved their cat- 
tle. The chief was driving her out, 
so he could git Rancho Estaban all 
baited again fer a chuckle-headed 
fool with more money than hoss 
sense. She’s comin’ from the East 
t’ take her turn with the Ghost 
Creek swindle. An’, bigod, the only 
way I can git the stink 0’ dead cows 
out’n my head is t’ stop this dumb 
gal at Crook Elbow. Then, so help 
me, I’m comin’ back gunnin’ fer 
Rust Kinnard t’ ease my own mind 
over the killin’ 0’ Mary Harden.’’ 

The girl’s eyes were liquidly 
soft. She was standing erect, 
searching his face, studying his 
lean jaw and throat, glancing at his 
hard, clenching hands. 

She nodded and a little smile 
flicked across her red lips. 

“I’m Jane Doran,’’ she said. 
‘“‘My dad’s prospectin’ in Boot 
canyon, an’ I missed the trail this 
morning. I’m teetotally lost, an’ 
T’ll have to count on you to show me 
the sign back to Boot canyon. I 
ain’t knowin’ all o’ what you’ve 
been, but I savvy a heap of what 
you mean. When you get back from 
Crook Elbow, I’ll be with my dad 
an’ there’ll be a mess 0’ real pow- 
der biscuits for you, Sudden Cas- 
sidy. But I’d advise you to go easy 


on explainin’ to this dumb gal at 
Crook Elbow.’’ 

A darting shadow crossed the 
baking white alkali sand between 
them. There was another and an- 
other. The buzzards were flying, 
waiting, stretching their repulsive- 
ly naked necks. Their half-lidded 
eyes were fixed upon the dead girl 
in the rocks. 

Seeing that they had but the two 
horses, Sudden did all that could 
be done. Jane Doran stood beside 
her paint pony, and her face was 
wet with tears when Sudden had 
piled the brown and yellow rocks 
high to protect what had to be the 
grave of Mary. 


oo could only judge that 

Kinnard or one of his killers, 
had sighted Mary Harden high on 
the rocks and killed her at long 
range. There was no sign that Jane 
Doran or he had been sighted in 
the arroya below, or that his own 
guns or Jane’s rifle had been heard. 
He guessed that the murderer had 
been riding when he saw Mary 
Harden, and when she had fallen, 
he had ridden rapidly away. 

Boot canyon lay but three miles 
from the gap through which Ghost 
Creek flowed normally to water the 
spread of the Rancho Estaban. As 
they rode back to a trail which 
would carry Jane Doran out of the 
malpais, Sudden had a growing 
conviction that when he rolled his 
tarp for other parts, he would not 
ride alone. 

For Jane Doran rode close, and 
their knees touched. The tapering 
contours of thigh and slender 
waist, of rounded bosom and softly 
blue-veined throat were invitation 


(Continued on page 84) 
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GHT hundred miles of wil- 
derness lay behind the rolling 
wagon wheels as the caravan 
topped the last rise of the Glorieta 
range. Eight hundred miles of 
hell’s own hardships—over moun- 
tains, deserts, swollen streams, and 
the limitless plains spread under 
a burning sky—were ended at last. 
The wilderness had been all the 
worse because it was womanless. 
And now Santa Fe sprawled be- 
neath them, at the foot of the 
30 





Missouri McDonald 
was sure that the lovely 
senorita had mistaken 
him for somebody else, 
but who was he to deny 
her? Especially when he 
learned she was about 
to be married to his 


worst enemy? 







It was at that 
moment that 
Missouri chose 
to come out of 
hiding. 


SIREN of 
SANTA FE 


Sangre de Cristo mountains, on 
the edge of a rolling plateau. By 

Young ‘‘Missouri’’ McDonald 
lifted his six feet of rawboned JACKSON 
strength in his stirrups and gazed 
on the pueblo with shining gray W. 
eyes. 

There were women there. Dark- 
eyed, jet-haired senoritas, provoc- 
ative and desirable. Women aflame 
with all the fire of Spain; women 
who wore their skirts short and 
their blouses low at the neck, and 
laughed at the bustles that were 
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the fashion back in St. Louis... . 

A wild whoop burst from Mis- 
souri’s wide hips. He hit spurs to 
the jaded horse that had earried 
him three hundred miles, from the 
middle spring of the Cimarron. 
The older, bearded traders of the 
caravan laughed as he galloped 
past them. 

They had been forty days on the 
Santa Fe trail. Missouri, because 
of things that had happened on the 
Cimarron, had been twenty days 
more. 

He yanked a pistol from his 
holster, fired imto the air. He 
jerked his battered hat from his 
shock of tawny hair, and waved it 
aloft. 

He could see people in the 
streets, now. A shout came up to 
him: 

‘Los Americanos! Los carros! 
La entrada de la caravana!’’ 


HE first shadows of sunset were 
stealing into the plaza; a bell, 
deep-toned, sounded in the cathe- 
dral tower. To the lad from Mis- 
souri, this was like another world. 
The traders caught something of 
his enthusiasm. Mules and horses 
swung down the last mile in a 
harness-slapping gallop. Soldiers 
in makeshift uniforms streamed 
from the barracks and across the 
plaza de armas; the customs at- 
thorities in gay Spanish costumes 
emerged from buildings to inspect 
the goods of the Americanos, and 
blanket shrouded Indians watched 
with beady-eyed impassiveness. 
Missouri McDonald saw none of 
these as he drew rein in front of 
La Fonda, the inn where the wa- 
gons were halting. Missouri was 
looking at a pair of flashing eyes. 
The girl was strolling on the 
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sunlit side of the plaza, aceom- 
panied by an older, heavier woman 
who wore a long black shawl. She 
wore a crimson scarf around her 
neck and pulled carelessly over 
her chin, but her full lips made 
mockery of its color. There was a 
jeweled comb in her hair, a lace 
mantilla falling over the supple 
eurve of her shoulders. 

Missouri’s hungry eyes strayed 
on down the girl’s figure. Yes, she 
wore her dress short, just as the 
traders had told him the New Mex- 
ican women did. He had never seen 
such a short dress on any woman 
except the brazen girls to be found 
im Carondolet, the Creole quarter 
of St. Louis. Her legs justified 
their display, and she walked with 
a free sway of her hips that made 
a bustle sacrilege. 

Missouri’s breath escaped him 
in a long, drawn-out whistle. He 
shook his head in admiration—and 
then gasped. 

The girl had smiled at him. And 
now, ignoring the sharp word of 
protest from the black-shawled 
duenna who walked just behind 
her, she tossed a rose to the tawny- 
haired American. 

Missouri came down from his 
saddle, heart hammering against 
his ribs. ‘‘Gosh!’’ he exclaimed. 
“‘Gosh! She—’’ 

‘“That’s the man, lieutenant! 
That’s the man who stole my 
horse!”’ 

Missouri whirled. He knew that 
voice! 


T was Wolf Galloway. Shaven, 
now, except for a black, waxed 
mustache. Sneering as he stood on 
the sidewalk, resplendent in a 
braided jacket, a yellow sash and 
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laced trousers that flared over 
gaudy boots. 

Galloway was pointing to Mis- 
souri McDonald. The last time 
Missouri had seen the man was 
back on the Cimarron. He was 
bearded, then, and dirty with the 
dust of the trail— 

A growl tore from the lips of the 
tawny-haired younger man. He 
slapped his hand to the pistol at 
his belt, but four soldiers leaped 
upon him and bore him to the 
ground. Dimly, he heard a seream 
and knew it came from the lovely 
senorita. 

‘‘Let me up!’’ Missouri howled. 
*‘Let me git at that skunk! So I 
stole his hoss, did 1? Ask him what 
he stole—my wagon and team! 
Five thousand dollars in gold! He 
took everything I had and left me 
this miserable hunk 0’ erowbait he 
calls a hoss!’’ 

The sneer twisted Wolf Gallo- 
way’s thin, dark face. ‘‘ You’l] find 
my brand on the animal, lieuten- 
ant!’’? he said, and twisted the 
pointed mustache with a nervous 
hand. ‘‘The fellow is a har—all 
that he says I did, he did to me!’’ 

“Come along, senor!’’ the officer 
said courteously. ‘‘You will be 
tried soon—perhaps manana, if 
Senor Galloway can appear to 
press his charges.”’ 

There was no use struggling. 
Bayonets menaced Missouri’s back 
now. He gave Galloway a blazing 
glance, and moved forward. The 
swarthy man had beaten him to the 
punch. It was principally in the 
hope of finding Galloway and re- 
venge that Missouri McDonald had 
come on to Santa Fe. 

The traders were busy with the 
customs inspection, watching 
hawk-like as duty after duty was 


imposed on their goods by the in- 
spectors. They had no time for 
Missouri or his troubles. He was 
marched down one side of the 
plaza, and then the guard turned 
across the drill ground— 

*“Senorl’’ 

She came flying out of the shad- 
ows, the crimson searf fluttering 
like a flame at her lovely throat. 
The soldiers, always slaves of 
beauty, parted respectfully, and 
the startled lieutenant came to 
salute. 

Missouri caught his breath, lost 
it even more quickly. For the girl 
was in his arms, clinging to him 
in a mad embrace, her warm, resi- 
lient figure pressed so elosely 
against his hard, lean frame that 
he could feel the quick rise and 
fall of her firm young bosom. 

She kissed him ardently—a doz- 
en times. On his cheeks, on his 
mouth. Missouri MeDonald forgot 
Galloway, forgot the soldiers, for- 
got this strange town at the end 
of the trail. 

Tt was enough to be alive and 
young. To be holding this lovely 
girl in his arms, and to know the 
quick, mad tempo of love after 
sixty days of hardships and loneli- 
ness. 

His head swam in a blurred 
ecstasy. She must have mistaken 
him for somebody else—she didn’t 
look like the kind of girl who’d 
throw herself at a stranger. Soon 
she might discover her mistake— 


MISsouRI seized Time by the 

forelock, drew her even closer, 
savoring every breath-taking 
curve. Repeatedly he kissed the 
girl’s lips as he had never kissed 
a woman in all his life. 
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Their mouths were still clinging, 
when the lieutenant coughed softly 
behind his hand. ‘‘Your pardon, 
Senorita Armijo,’’ he said. ‘‘The 
prisoner—’’ 

‘““You must let heem go! At 
once, do you understand? You 
must let heem go!’’ 

Senorita Armijo—the name was 
the music of castanents and tin- 
kling guitars to Missouri’s ears— 
stamped an adorably small foot. 
Her duenna had all but been pros- 
trated by this public display; she 
was in the shadows, calling upon 
all the saints, saying again and 
again: ‘‘ Josefa! Josefa! Ai, Madre 
de Dios!’’ ! 

“‘T am desolate, senorita!’’ 
mourned the lieutenant. ‘‘But I 
must take the prisoner to the cala- 
bozo. Perhaps if you would see 
someone in authority—the gover- 
nor, maybe—”’ 

‘“No, no!’’ Josefa shrieked and 
flung her arms around Missouri 
again. Her mantilla caught the 
wind, tickled the tall man’s cheek. 
Josefa’s lips brushed cloyingly 
sweet across his ear. 

‘“‘Have no fear, senor!’’ she 
whispered. ‘‘I weel visit you in 
your cell. If you weel help me, I 
weel help you to escape!”’ 

Missouri McDonald nodded 
quickly, and kissed her to bind the 
bargain. He could imagine nothing 
more delightful than helping this 
delectable creature. 

She left his arms, as if reluctant 
to say goodbye. Her oval face was 
pale ivory against the shadows 
that deepened in the plaza, her 
eyes were dark mysteries. But 
there was a light in them, and Mis- 
souri knew that his kiss had kin- 
dled a flame. 


“* Adelante!’’ said the lieutenant. 

They went on, skirting the plaza 
de armas, turning into a doorway. 
At a table where a grunting, pock- 
marked man sat, the lieutenant 
spoke rapidly in Spanish. Mis- 
souri heard Wolf Galloway’s name 
mentioned several times, and each 
time it was spoken the pock- 
marked man grunted respectfully. 
Then he rose and jingled a bunch 
of keys. 

“This way, senor!’’ 

The cell was narrow and crawl- 
ing with vermin. It smelled like 
all the prisoners who had ever 
been incarcerated there. Missouri 
remembered things he had read 
about the tortures of the Spanish 
Inquisition. He gripped the bars 
and stared into the corridor as the 
footsteps died away. Santa Fe was 
under Spanish rule— 


EF seemed an eternity before she 

came. In reality, it was but an 
hour. The wrinkled, lip-clucking 
duenna was still imploring the 
saints to take a hand when a sol- 
dier led the way down the corridor 
to unlock the door and let the two 
women enter Missouri’s cell. 

He clicked the lock shut and de- 
parted, then. The girl caught the 
shoulders of Missouri’s buckskin 
jacket and looked up at him. 

‘‘Senor!’’ she cried. ‘‘ You must 
help me!’’ 

The tall man folded her in his 
arms. She protested and tried to 
push herself away— 

‘“No, no, senor! You do not un- 
derstand. That—that in the plaza 
was what you call a play. For the 
lieutenant.’’ . 

‘*Yeah?’’ panted Missouri. 
“Well, this is a play—for you, 
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The suddenness of her move 
took his breath away. 
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Josefa! 1 love you. I’m erazy about 
you!”’ 

The girl sighed. With a word- 
less little cry, she abandoned re- 
sistance. Her arms flew around the 
tall American’s neck, and her pant- 
ing lips found his. Missouri could 
feel every responsive curve of her 
lovely young body straining 
against him in the caress. 

**‘ Josefa!”’ scolded the duenna, 
and brought them back to earth. 
The girl broke away. 

“Tt is no longer a play!’’ she 
said slowly, her lips tremulous. 
‘‘But you must help me, caro mio. 
I do not even know your name!’’ 


‘““Missouri. Missouri McDon- 
ald!’’ 
‘‘Missouri—that is a funny 


name! You are no friend of Senor 
Galloway ?’’ 

‘‘Hardly!’? growled the tall 
man. ‘‘He robbed me. Now he has 
me throwed in jail.”’ 

‘“‘Good, Missouri!’’ The name 
sounded strange, with her delight- 
ful accent. ‘‘Then you weel help 
me. Manana—tomorrow—I am to 
marry this Senor Galloway !’’ 

‘‘Marry him? Good Lord, Jose- 
fa—you can’t do that! I just found 
you. You’re goin’ to marry me. 
You don’t love Galloway, do you?”’ 

There was candle light flickering 
in the corridor. It showed her long, 
downcast lashes, the slow, bitter 
shake of her head. 

‘‘No, I do not love heem. But in 
Santa Fe, Missouri, it is not for 
the woman to say. Marriages are 
—what you call it? Feexed. Mar- 
riages are feexed by the girl’s 
father. Unless you weel take me 
away with you, I must marry 
heem!’’ 
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“‘Tomorrow!’’ echoed Missouri, 
hopelessly. ‘‘ And me in jail!’’ 


Josefa pressed her slenderness 
against the bars. The sentry was 
at the other end of the corridor, 
rolling a cigarette of powdered to- 
bacco and a corn shuck. 


‘*Queeck!’’ she whispered, whirl- 
ing on the duenna. ‘‘Take off your 
clothes—give them to Missouri!’’ 

‘Josefa! Madre de Dios—’’ 


‘‘Hurry, Maria! Do as I say. 
Missouri, you put on Maria’s 
clothes !’’ 

It was a chance. The tall man 
was already shucking his buckskin 
jacket. He turned to a dark corner 
of the cell and removed his worn 
homespun trousers. Josefa was 
keeping vigil at the corridor, lest 
the guard come their way. Maria 
panted and groaned, but shed vol- 
uminous petticoats and the long, 
black shawl. Out of the corner of 
his eye, Missouri saw her fat, 
shapeless figure, and wondered if 
she could have ever been like Jose- 
fa Armijo— 

A few minutes later, Josefa 
called the guard and he came with 
a clanking of keys. The Spanish 
girl went into the darkened corner 
and embraced Maria. 


‘“ Adios, caro mio!’’ she eried, 
then stepped out into the corridor. 
Missouri, stooped so the shaw] that 
hid most of his face would also 
drape his long, angular frame, fol- 
lowed with a halting step. 


The girl buried her face in a tiny 
lace handkerchief and sobbed. In 
this manner, they walked through 
the anteroom where the pock- 
marked man sat at his desk, and 
out into the soft summer night. 
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AROUND a corner of the plaza, 

they quickened their steps. 
“This way!’ said Josefa, and 
turned into an alleyway. A little 
farther, they crossed an acequia 
that brought water to the town, 
and halted for a moment under the 
shadow of rustling cottonwood 
trees. 

‘“*There is my home,’’ said Jose- 
fa, pointing. ‘‘We must be careful. 
Father is not there now, but the 
other servants must not see. It 
would be better if you climb the 
baleony to my window. I will light 
candles to guide you. Wait here.”’ 

Missouri kissed her, watched her 
hurry to the door, and told himself 
he could scale a thousand-foot peak 
to her window. Somewhere in the 
town, a violin scraped and a guitar 
dripped gay melody. There was a 
round, yellow moon lifting above 
the mountains. And then squares 


of candlelight made soft, leaf-~ 


traced patterns on the flagged 
walk. 

He drew a deep breath, left the 
shadow of the tree and caught the 
stout vines that clung to the stone 
wall. It eame to him that Santa Fe 
was old—older than St. Louis, even 
—with an aristocracy of its own. 
And without a doubt, Josefa Armi- 
jo was of that exiled bit of blue- 
blooded Spain— 

She was waiting for him with a 
kiss, in a room soft with candle- 
light and perfume. A room hung 
with tapestries and paintings, fur- 
nished in mellow Old World taste, 
with none of the severity of Amer- 
ica’s frontier states. And she was 
willing to leave all this to go with 
him. 

Missouri found her lips, pressed 
his own hungrily to them. His 


hands slipped down around her 
waist. She had changed into some 
soft, silken thing that made the 
satin warmth of her ivory skin 
seem very near. 

‘‘Don’t—don’t, Missouri!’’ she 
panted. ‘‘I must get the things I 
weel wish to take weeth us!’’ 

She pulled away. Missouri 
watched the sinuous grace of her 
figure as she walked across the 
room. There was no pose in the 
carriage of the girl, no affectation 
in that free, alluring sway of 
curved charm. It was the natural 
gait of an aristocrat—the proud 
stride of a thoroughbred. She be- 
gan folding things on a couch. 

Missouri watched as long as he 
could. Then he was at her side, 
sitting on the couch, pulling her 
down on his lap, his lips devouring 
her mouth— 

After awhile she jerked away 
from him. ‘‘Missouri!’’ she seold- 
ed, but with a smile. ‘‘We have 
much to do! Where weel you take 
me?” 

He hadn’t thought of that. Why, 
he had only arrived in Santa Fe. 
And Santa Fe was the beginning of 
Adventure, not the end of the trail 
for him. Besides, there was Wolf 
Galloway to settle with—Wolf, 
with five thousand dollars of Mis- 
souri’s hard-earned money! 

But there was Josefa Armijo, 
with her, dancing dark eyes and 
the raven hair clinging closely 
against the white column of her 
lovely throat; with her curved, 
bare shoulder and the soft loveli- 
ness of her bosom— 

**T don’t know, yet, darling,’’ 
said Missouri McDonald. ‘‘We’ll 
figure that out. Got to git some 
hosses, I reekon.”’ 
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‘*My father has horses,’’ the girl 
said, and watched him cross the 
room. He was rangy and tall— 
taller by a foot than most of the 
men she had known. He was look- 
ing out of the window, where the 
moonlight lay over flat roofs of 
the pueblo, listening to the faint 
strains of music from some can- 
tina, thinking hard. 

‘How come your father wanted 
you to marry Galloway?”’ 

“*T do not know, Missouri. Ex- 
cept that Senor Galloway is very 


reech, and father has not much 


money any more.’’ 

‘*Yeah,’’ said Missouri, remem- 
bering five thousand dollars in 
gold. ‘‘Yeah, he’s rich.’’ 

Then he leaned from the win- 
dow, staring at the sidewalk. 


WOMAN was passing. Even 

from above, even in the dim 
silver of moonlight, Missouri could 
see that she was beautiful. Not in 
Josefa’s aristocratic, delicate fash- 
ion, but in a more deliberately in- 
vitational manner. She walked 
with an alluring roll of her hips 
that was studied; her bosom 
danced under the silken sheen of a 
-elinging, low-cut gown with every 
stride. From above, Missouri 
could see the moonlight glistening 
on the white throat, the shadowed 
slope below— 

He was a man, and he saw all 
this. But it was the scarf the 
woman wore on her jet-black hair 
that sent him whirling from the 
window. 

It was a plaid scarf. Scottish 
plaid—the colors of the clan Me- 
Donald. It had been among the 
possessions of Missouri’s wagon, 
when Wolf Galloway slugged him 


on the Cimarron, and left him to 
die. 

‘*Honey,’’ said Missouri, ‘‘you 
go ahead and git ready. I'll be 
back. But I’ve got to go down- 
stairs for a few minutes. If you 
can have a servant saddle two 
horses—-”’ 

‘*Be careful, Missouri! The sol- 
diers—”’ 

He laughed. ‘‘In this outfit, 
they’ll never know me. J look like 
an old woman.”’ 

‘“‘Hurry back, darling,’’ she 
whispered. ‘‘I am afraid for you!’’ 

Missouri kissed her, and went 
down the vines, fighting the petti- 
coats that hampered his long legs. 
That was another thing. He had to 
get some man’s clothes. ... 


5) 


ISSOURL’S boots clicked on 
the flagging behind the woman 
with the scarf. 

She turned flirtatious eyes at the 
sound of a strong man’s stride, 
saw the shawled, dress-clad figure, 
and stared. 

‘*Good evenin’, senorita!’’ said 
Missouri. 

The girl threw back her head and 
gave vent to a burst of silvery 
laughter. ‘‘A woman!’’ she said. 
**Por Dios—a woman!’’ 

Missouri had known enough of 
her brazen kind to classify her as 
a cantina girl. She angered him 
with that laugh. He stepped sud- 
denly to her side, caught her and 
kept her head back while he kissed 
her thoroughly, satisfyingly. 

She stopped laughing. A deep, 
sighing breath lfted swelling 
curves against him. She was more 
rounded, softer, more mature than 
Josefa— 

““A todos santos!’’ she breathed, 
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and looked at him wide-eyed. ‘‘A 
woman who kisses like a man!’’ 

**Cut it out!’’ growled Missouri. 
He wanted to ask her where she 
had obtained that scarf; wanted to 
know if she knew Wolf Galloway. 
But not yet. ‘‘I’ve got to git some 
clothes,’’ he said. ‘‘ Know where I 
can find some?’’ 

The girl slipped a soft arm 
around his waist. ‘‘Come with me, 
my Americano!’’ she said, looking 
up at him possessively. ‘‘I weel 
show you. I am Dona Salcedes.’’ 

“Right glad to know you, 
Dona,’’ grinned Missouri. There 
was warm promise in her velvety 
eyes. 

They walked. ‘‘ You do not know 
who I am when I say I am Dona 
Salcedes!’’ she said petulantly. 

**T just got in Santa Fe tonight. 
Who are you?”’ 

She gave an imperious toss of 
her dark head. The Scottish shawl 
fluttered. 

‘‘Dona Salcedes is the belle of 
Santa Fe! The best monte dealer 
in all of New Spain. You ’ave not 
heard of me?”’ 

‘*Oh—oh, sure!’’ Missouri lied. 
So that was it—monte. He had an 
idea Wolf Galloway might have 
lost other things to her besides the 
shawl— 

‘““Come up here weeth me, se- 
nor!’’ murmured Dona. ‘‘I like 
you, no? You like Dona?’’ 

She lifted a latch, and stood in 
the shadowed doorway for her an- 
swer. The music Missouri had 
heard was coming from the cantina 
next door; it was challenging, in- 
sinuating, it did things to him. He 
breathed the subtle perfume of 
Dona’s hair. Her lips were rouged. 
Parted now as she breathed quick- 


ty, they revealed and accentuated 
the whiteness of her perfect teeth. 

Missouri caught her fiercely to 
him. The womanless wilderness 
had been long— 

“‘Like you?”’’ he said huskily. 
‘Any man who didn’t would be no 
man at all!’’ 

She broke away from him with 
that silvery laughter, and her slip- 
pers twinkled up the steps, into 
candlelight that brought her form 
into silhouette. 

‘*Come on, senor. I have some 
men’s clothes for you if you treat 
Dona nice!’’ 

Missouri lifted the petticoats 
and went up the steps. 


THe candle-lighted room was 

more showy, more on the gaudy 
side when compared to Josefa’s, 
but no less rich. It smelled of 
incense and cigarette smoke; ev- 
erywhere was cushioned luxury. 
Through the floor the music beat 
in pulsing waves that stirred Mis- 
souri’s blood. 

“Vino, Juanita! Andale!’’ Dona 
called, clapping her hands. 

A wrinkled old woman brought 
the wine. It was new and heady, 
and Missouri had not eaten since 
noon. After the third glass, the 
room whirled a little. 

Dona opened a chest and brought 
out gay caballero’s clothing—a 
braided chaqueta, laced calzoneras, 
a serape. Missouri shook his head. 
He saw a buckskin jacket hanging 
in the closet. Dona had known 
many men who traveled the trail— 

They had another glass of wine. 
Dona’s laugh was like a glass chan- 
delier falling, shattering away off 
somewhere. But her head was in 
Missouri’s lap. He kissed her. 
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‘*Got to go,’’ he said thickly, re- 
membering. ‘‘Got to git into them 
clothes and go. I ain’t got any 
money, Dona. I was robbed, 
and—’’ 

**T do not want your money, 
senor!’’ 

She drew him down against her. 
The room whirled faster. The per- 
fume at the lobes of her earringed, 
shell-pink ears, on her ivory, puls- 
ing throat—it was intoxicating, 
like the wine. It went to a man’s 
head. 

But after a time Missouri re- 
membered again. Sooner or later, 
Maria would be discovered in the 
jail. And Josefa would be waiting 
—her father might return and find 
the horses. 

Missouri lurched to his feet. He 
didn’t hear the step on the stairs, 
but Dona’s face suddenly went 
tense. She sprang to his side, 
grabbed his arm. 

‘You must hide, senor! Some- 
one is coming here!’’ 

‘Let ’em come!’’ said the tall 
man. He slipped into the buckskin 
shirt. He took a pair of the laced 
trousers, eyed them with a little 
disgust, and sighed. They were 
better than petticoats. 

Dona propelled him into another 

room. He leaned  unsteadily 
against the wall and managed with 
some effort to get into the tight- 
fitting, flaring-legged trousers. 
Then, suddenly he jerked erect, 
cold sober. The words he heard 
through the door were all-reveal- 
ing. 
‘““You have given me nothing, 
Dona! And you have my money— 
everything I own, except the 
clothes I am wearing!’’ 

Dona’s laugh was cold, scintillat- 


ing, now. ‘‘And what do you want, 
senor? The money, no?’’ 


Missouri stooped to the key- 
hole. It was as he thought. 
That was Wolf Galloway’s voice, 
husky with fury; that was Gallo- 
way’s ornately jacketed shoulders 
moving away from him, while 
Dona backed against the chest and 
spread her arms out to guard it. 

‘*No!’”’? said Galloway. ‘‘You 
don’t need to stand in front of 
your money box, Dona. I’ll have 
plenty of money after tomorrow. 
But you’re not going to make a 
fool of me.’’ 

He caught her in a sudden leap. 
Dona seuffled silently; the room 
was full of panting and scraping 
boots, there was a ripping sound 
and Dona’s blouse fluttered to the 
floor. 

Galloway’s boots trampled the 
silk. The girl cried out and tried 
to cover herself with her arms, but 
Galloway jerked them to her sides. 
The candlelight glistened on satin- 
sleek, ivory tinted skin. 

Missouri opened the door, 
slammed it behind him with a pur- 
posely loud crash. Galloway 
whirled, an oath leaping to his thin 
lips. 

‘““MeDonald!’’ he said, and 
tugged at a pistol thrust in his 
yellow sash. 

‘‘Yeah!’’ drawled the Missou- 
rian. He sprang, cat-like for one of 
such rawboned build, and his right 
fist balled and swung. The sting of 
skinned knuckles against Wolf 
Galloway’s jaw was a joy, surging 
fiercely through him. . 

The pistol crashed on the floor. 
Galloway went over a chair, shat- 

(Continued on page 122) 


All they wrangled 
around the Boxed T 
any more was a passel 
of dudes; but here was 
a real cowman want- 
ing a job, and he was- 
n’t to be turned down. 
As it happened, with 
a rich and famous girl 
coming to the ranch, 
he was a good man 
to have around 


on I sort of cottoned to 
George. I liked the easy way 
he sat his saddle, and the way he 
grinned when he handed down the 
mail the postmaster sent out from 


Ret from the start I reck- 


town, the way he asked, respectful # 


like, how was chances for a job. 
He didn’t call me dad nor grampa; 
he just said his name was George 


Jones from down Yuma way and % 


could we use a wrangler. 

‘‘Wrangler,’’ I snorted. ‘‘ Mis- 
ter, all we wrangle around the 
Boxed T any more is a passel of 
derned dudes!’’ Then I got me a 
better look, and just warmed up 
all over! His chaps was real old 
time batwings, not these fancy new 
Angoras Jim Tedford, the Boss- 
man makes us wear, and his pants 
was faded levis, and his shirt faded 
white from too much washing! 
He had cowman written all over 
him, so I told him I’d see what the 
Bossman said, left him shaking 
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down a feed for his horse, and 
limped up toward the house. 

Time was, before beef dropped 
out of sight, when we ran a passel 
of critters on the Boxed T. When 
the old Major was alive sometimes 
we shipped as many as ten, twelve 
thousand head. But since the Boss- 
man took over, we got rid of the 






That George was like a 
cold blooded killer when 
he got hold of Dancy. 


The WOMAN 
NOBODY KNOWS 


By ROY CUTLER 
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cows and started wrangling dudes. 
You’ve probably read of us— 
Boxed T, fifty bucks a week, in- 
eluding a guide? 

Since we’re a class outfit we got 
a new ranch house. Instead of the 
old, comfortable sprawling build- 
ing the Major added to, year by 
year, we got a white washed Span- 
ish type layout, with wrought iron 
gates, and balconies for the ladies 
to listen from when the Mexicano 
boys—paid by us—come around on 
moonlit nights with their git-tars. 
Right then, being early in the sea- 
son we only had a couple of guests, 
and both of them was nuts, though 
danged if I’m ever surprised at 
what a blaze-faced dude will do, no 
more than a locoed horse. 

F’ instance there was the Profes- 
sor, a little dried up fellow with a 
belly like a foundered brone, wear- 
ing goggles, always with a book in 
one hand and a little hammer in 
the other. He trotted all around 
the country knocking off chunks of 
colored rocks and dropping them 
into the bag he wore around his 
neck. And there was McAdams, 
the business man from Chicago. I 
never knew what business he was 
in. Gosh, he was big enough to eat 
hay and pull a wagon! And him 
out here recovering from a nervous 
breakdown at the time. 

Anyway, that night, I run into 
the Professor straining his eyes in 
the darkness looking at a pebble 
he’d picked up in the patio. I gave 
him his mail and he just stared at 
it, like he was wondering what the 
heck it was. McAdams was next, 
sitting beneath a retama smoking. 
He was a chain smoker. He 
grabbed the letter I gave him, 
flipped on a pocket lighter and 


peered at that letter with the whit- 
est face I ever saw. 

Them dudes! 

Before I got clear in to the Boss- 
man I saw something else, too. I 
saw Lisbeth Tedford, the Boss- 
man’s daughter over in a dark cor- 
ner, and she wasn’t alone. Dancy 
Spencer was with her, and me, I 
had no use for Dancy, even if he 
was a trick rider and shooter, all 
decked out in movie star clothes 
and with a movie star’s face! What 
Lisbeth could see in him since she 
got back from school is more than 
I knew. 

Shoo! I taught that girl to ride, 
and to rope, taught her te be a 
good judge of cowflesh and horse- 
flesh, but I reckon that knowledge 
don’t mean a blamed thing when it 
comes to sizin’ up manflesh. She’d 
been going for fancy dressed Dan- 
cy, lock stock and barrel, hook line 
and sinker, for the last two months. 


O I saw them there in that dark 
patio and I don’t care if I am 
only a hand. I walked over quiet 
like and I said, ‘‘ Excuse me, Dan- 
cy, have you got a match?”’ Mister, 
he let loose of Lisbeth and un- 
wrapped hisself plenty fast. Little 
Lisbeth jumped up to her feet and 
started to fix her hair and smooth 
her dress like a girl does, and tried 
to look calm and at ease. 

Dancy growled, ‘‘You old buz- 
zard, get to hell away from here! 
What you want with a match, you 
ain’t had a cigarette of your own 
for twenty years!’’ 

Lordy, he smelled like the Queen 
City Hotel, top floor front! All 
slicked down! Him ealling me 
tight. I said, ‘‘ Rosita down in town 
gave me a note to give you. I want 
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a match to see if I can find it!”’ 
He didn’t answer that one! So I 
went on into the house and handed 
the Bossman the rest of the mail. 
While he thumbed through it, I 
told him about George, how we bet- 
ter put on some handsome new 
hands before the season opened. I 
was busy and he was busy and 
neither one of us heard Lisbeth 
and Dancy come in. But at the 
sound of her voice I turned, right 
smart. 

All I got was a glare from a pair 
of black eyes. Yep, Lisbeth favored 
her mom. She was small, but lithe, 
like an Arab runner, and her hair 
was as black as her eyes, and her 
lips as red as them poppies down 
in the south pasture. It was right 
then I realized she wasn’t a kid 
any more, and danged if I blamed 
Dancy. She was as fine a looking 
little critter, I realized, as I’d ever 
seen. Little fresh budding bosom, 
and hips just starting to sway out. 

Anyway she said, ‘‘ Daddy, Dan- 
cy has something he wants to say 
to you.’’ 

Me, I held my breath. Heck, I’ve 
seen a few shows and read a few 
of them flaming novels where the 
hero asks papa for daughter’s 
hand. 

But the Bossman jumped up so 
derned fast he overturned his 
chair. ‘‘Look!’’ he hollered, wav- 
ing a letter. ‘*Look, Liz! The 
Boxed T is made! My God, read 
Ue a 

Lisbeth hasn’t hked for us to 
eall her Liz since she came home 
from school. She took the letter 
frowning, but when she read it she 
got as excited as her paw. She be- 
gan to dance around. 

**Oooooh,’’ she squealed, ‘‘the 
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most exclusive girl in America!’’ 
And she read it outloud. It was 
addressed to her paw and it said, 
‘‘Please make reservations for 
Miss Candace Prevost and her 
companion-secretary, Miss Mary 
Smith, beginning the 25th of the 
present month. Miss Prevost’s vis- 
it is made for the purpose of abso- 
lute rest, peace and quiet. She is 
traveling incognito. Should you 
notify the papers, or should it leak 
out that she is at the Boxed T, the 
visit is definitely disapproved. One 
or two other guests will not matter 
as long as they do not know her 
identity. You may call her Miss 
Brown while she is present. Re- 
spectfully.”’? And it was signed 
by her paw, per some sixty-ninth 
secretary. 

Even me, Old Limpy, had heard 
of the Prevost kid. The richest girl 
in America they call her, and the 
girl nobody knows. Old man Pre- 
vost had always been so derned 
seared of kidnapers that no pho- 
tographer ever had a good picture 
of her after she grew up. When 
they did get one she was always 
wearing dark glasses and had a 
hand up over her face or some- 
thing. Always traveled with a 
bodyguard, too. 


KELL, we talked and talked, all 

excited like and I was on my 
way out when Lisbeth poked Dancy 
and whispered in his ear. I couldn’t 
help hearing his answer but I 
might as well have been reading 
his mind. He whispered, ‘‘ We bet- 
ter wait a couple of days, honey, 
till he gets his mind off this!’’ 
That boy was saying to hisself: 
Dance, old boy, step easy about 
marrying Lisheth—you’re going to 
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have a shot at the richest girl in 
the world in a few days! 

I passed the Professor mum- 
bling to hisself with his letters still 
lying unopened beside him, went 
on out the iron gate toward the 
bunkhouse where us boys stay. 
Somebody said, ‘‘Limpy,’’ sort of 
thin and desperate-like, and Me- 
Adams, the big business man, 
loomed up beside me. The moon 
had popped out like a polished sil- 
ver saddle horn and it was a pretty 
sight. McAdams was breathing 
hard, and I could see a lot of eye 
white, like a steer making up its 
mind whether or not to booger. 
‘‘Limpy,’’? he said, and sort of 
laughed, ‘‘do you boys carry them 
sixshotters for atmosphere or will 
they shoot?”’ 

‘“‘They shoot, mister,’’ I told 
him, ‘‘and we keep ’em loaded.”’ 

‘“‘Can I see yours?’’ he asked, 
and like a dummy I handed it to 
him. He no sooner took it from me 
than I realized my mistake because 
he laughed like a hyena. I reached 
for the gun, started to jump after 
him. Danged if he didn’t cover me 
with it. 

‘“No you don’t, Limpy,’’ he gig- 
gled. ‘*You nor anyone else is go- 
ing to stop me! I should have done 
this long ago! Don’t take a step, 
Limpy, or I’ll shoot. It wouldn’t 
make no difference to me. Nothing 
does.’’ 

And he started backing away in 
the moonlight. I could see little 
drops of saliva trickling down his 
chin and he was plenty boogered 
by now. And I knew he’d shoot me, 
too, if I moved, just as sure as he 
aimed to shoot hisself! 

Then right behind him I saw a 
shadow sliding along. It was 


George Jones, the new hand! But 
behind MeAdams he kicked a peb- 
ble and McAdams, nervous as a 
eat, whirled. The gun went boom, 
but George was already diving un- 
der it. Like I said, McAdams was 
big, bigger than George, and they 
rolled over and over on the ground. 
I was so anxious watching George 
twist that gun away from him that 
I didn’t hear the rest of them come 
running up. The gun sailed off to 
one side. Both men got to their 
feet. McAdams screamed and 
ducked and flew into George. One- 
two-one-two! McAdams went down 
on his face and laid there, out like 
a light. 

George straightened up, blew on 
his knuckles and looked right at 
Lisbeth. She said, ‘‘You brute! 
You utter brute! Striking a 
guest!’’ She dropped down on her 
knees beside McAdams, never ear- 
ing that her short skirt hiked up 
to show her pretty knees and a lit- 
tle skin gleaming in the moonlight. 

Dancy swaggers over to George 
with his chest out and said, ‘‘I got 
a mind to—to—’’ 

George just looked him in the 
eyes and said, ‘‘ You got a mind to 
what?”’ 

So Daney lost whatever he had 
a mind to do and helped Lisbeth 
get Mister McAdams on his feet 
and up toward the house. Me, I 
squatted down and picked up the 
letters and papers McAdams had 
dropped, aiming to give them back 
to him. And I was thinking: Dang 
it! Now Lisbeth will tell her paw 
and George won’t get no job. 

George said, his vcice sort of 
awed like a pilgrim seeing the mesa 
for the first time, ‘‘ Who was that? 
An angel?’’ 
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I said, ‘‘Nope. That’s only the 
boss’ daughter. Reckon you'll be 
riding on tomorrow after she tells 
her paw! But come on, George, and 
T’ll show you where to spread your 
soogans for tonight.’’ 

Derned if he even heard me! He 
was watching Lisbeth, there in the 
moonlight and his eyes were 














“Mean tt?” he said. “I'd crawl 
to hell just to touch your fin- 
gers!” 


me a horseshoe nail and two 
nickels ! 


HERE wasn’t no trouble about 
dreamy and far away. I had to take McAdams. Next morning be- 
him by the arm gentle like andlead fore breakfast he came out and 
him away. When I asked him does _ apologized sort of stiff, even shook 
he have a store bought cigarette he hands with George. Lisbeth didn’t 
reached in his pocket and handed tell her paw. The only thing come 
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of it was bad blood between George 
and Dancy. Nothing said, then, but 
a storm wise ranny could sense it 
in the air. Then here’s what hap- 
pened. 

After breakfast we were chisel- 
ing along on a second cup of coffee 
when somebody banged the screen 
door of the bunkhouse and said, 
*“Good morning. Will one of you 
boys catch me up a horse?”’ 


Yeah, Lisbeth, getting ready to 
ride down for her morning swim! 
Lisbeth was wearing what she 
laughingly calls her swimming suit. 
It’s white—what there is of it. It 
didn’t leave anything at all to 
imagination, that suit, and the lit- 
tle cape around her neck was wide 
open, and below the cape her figure 
was as firm and her legs were as 
trim and provoking as young 
birches in a breeze! George turns 
over his chair, blushing and got up. 
She smiled at him and all bets was 
off. He was a gone gosling, like a 
maverick in quicksand! 


But it was Dancy that said, 
‘“Sure, sweetheart, I’ll rope you 
out a horse.’’ He glared at George 
and swaggered out. 

Time he eame back George 
stretched casual like and _ said, 
**Reckon I’ ride out and look 
things over if I’m going to work 
here.’’ 

Dancy glared after him and I 
could see he was thinking the same 
thing as me. So he ups and broke 
out a pony. By then George had 
disappeared. I saddled up horses 
for McAdams and the Professor, 
left them groundhitched outside 
the ranchhouse and rode off cross 
country toward the swimming hole. 
Not that I was going to spy on any- 


body, y’unnerstand! I 
aimed to prevent trouble. 

Sure enough, when I got there 
things was happening. Only 
George and Lisbeth was in sight. 
She was a sure enough grown 
woman! I had a girl once back in 
Cheyenne that acted the same way, 
but that’s neither here nor there. 
Lisbeth was strutting her stuff for 
the edification of George, the new 
hand. There he was on the bank, 
pop-eyed. She’d been in the ereek 
and that skimpy white suit was 
really clinging in spots where it 
shouldn’t have been clinging. 
She’d preen herself like a peacock, 
just as pretty as anything you ever 
saw. Poor George, he kept getting 
redder and redder. Then the pay- 
off came. 

She fixed it se as the neckstrap 
of her suit came untied. I could 
have spanked her! Hell, any man’s 
got blood in him, ain’t he? She 
backed up to him, holding the un- 
tied ends behind her and there was 
her back as smooth and satiny as a 
pair of new boots, and her so close 
and the drops of water gleaming 
on her like gold. She knew what to 
expect and she got it. He sort of 
groaned and whirled her around 
and kissed her. I’m not saying she 
helped, and I’m not saying she 
fought him. Anyway he kissed her 
complete, her slim figure crushed 
against him right pleasant like to 
see, and that George kissed her 
plenty long! 


simply 


I WAS so pleased-like inside I 
didn’t see Dancy myself. Dancy 
tiptoed out of the bushes and 
whammed him with the business 
end of a quirt. George hit on his 
face and rolled over and sat up, 
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dazed. Dancy hollered, ‘‘What do 
you mean kissing the girl I’m go- 
ing to marry?’’? And he ups and 
tried to kick George, which same 
was a serious mistake. George 
caught his foot and pulled him 
down. 

Lisbeth stepped aside as pleased 
as punch, the little huzzy. Both 
men were on their feet by this time. 
I will say this for Dancy. He 
showed more nerve than I thought 
he had. He must have gotten 
mighty tired getting up. That 
George was like a cold blooded 
killer. He never tried to knock him 
out at first, he just wanted to hurt 
him—and he sure did it. Finally, 
the last time, he reached down and 
picked Dancy up and put him to 


sleep. Then he turned and glared 


at Lisbeth. 

‘You knew that was going to 
happen, didn’t you? You knew he 
was in the bushes watching !’’ 

He was right, too. See, Dancy 
failed her the night before, he 
didn’t ask Jim Tedford for her 
hand in marriage. This was her 
way of getting even! She knew 
George would follow her and she 
knew Dancy would, too. But she 
didn’t like the sneer in George’s 
voice. And she didn’t like it at all 
when George picked Dancy up by 

‘the seat of the britches and the 
nape of the neck and heaved him 
in the swimming hole. Fact is, she 
walked up to him bristling and just 
like in a book she said, ‘‘You 
beast !’’ And she ups and whammed 
him across the jaw. 

George, he stood there looking at 
her for a minute. Then he reached 
out and grabbed her and took up 
right where he had left off. I 
stepped quietly out and tossed 


Dancy a rope and pulled him out of 
the drink and got him in his saddle 
and started for home. Looking back 
they was still standing there, 
George still kissing her. She was 
sort of limp hike in his arms. I’m 
not sure but I think she had an arm 
about his neck. Anyway she wasn’t 
fighting him none. 


WO days later the richest gal 

in the world, the girl nobody 
knew, showed up at the Boxed T. 
I’m not going to say I wasn’t ex- 
cited as everybody else. Even the 
Professor and McAdams—yeah, 
he stayed on—sensed something in 
the air. That Professor was a 
funny one. He seemed like he stuek 
his long, thin nose up in the air 
and sniffed like a eritter smelling 
water. But all the information he 
got was that a Miss Brown and a 
Miss Smith was coming. 

They came in a big battered 
touring car, just the two women, no 
bodyguard, no seeret service men. 
Jim Tedford was right disap- 
pointed. He figured they’d be rid- 
ing in a gold plated chariot, I 
reckon. 

But he was the only one that was 
disappointed. Lisbeth had put on 
a simple little white dress, and 
with her brown skin and black hair 
looked plenty fine. George, he wore 
just what he always wore. Maybe 
he was dazzled by Dancy Spencer. 
Dancy did it up right. He wore a 
purple shirt with a yeller handker- 
chief and a calf hair vest. His 
chaps was white Angora and he 
had a pair of guns, pearl handled, 
eriss-erossed on his thighs. Even 
Lisbeth looked a little startled. 

The ear pulled up and there we 
was all on hand as a welcoming 
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committee. A woman slid out from 
beneath the wheel. Mister, she was 
as tall as me, with a lantern jaw 
and a horse face and mouse colored 
hair. As flat chested as me, too, 
and pshaw! She didn’t have any 
more hips than a snake! But I 
liked the way she grinned, and 
asked me was this the Boxed T and 
would [ help her with the grips. 

First thing she did once we got 
in back of the car was pull out a 
package of ready made cigarettes 
and we both lit up. ‘‘I reckon,’’ I 
asked her, ‘‘you’re the female sec- 
retary to this here rich girl?’’ She 
nodded and laughed and I could see 
why Candace Prevost didn’t need 
no man bodyguard. This woman 
calling herself Mary Smith could 
have taken care of her as good as 
me or you. 

She thumbed toward the front of 
the car and I dropped a female hat- 
box on my bad foot. ‘*That’s Can- 
dace—er—Brown,”’ said Mary 
Smith, and bang went the hatbox, 
just like that. 

Candace was being introduced to 
Lisbeth by Jim Tedford. Iver see 
two strange dogs bristle up when 
they meet each other? Same thing 
was happening. This here Candace 
—er—Brown was my idea of a can- 
didate tor heaven. Not that I 
didn’t appreciate Lisbeth’s dark 
looks, but she had on a plain white 
dress. Candace, now, was wearing 
the shortest pair of shorts I ever 
hope to see in my life, and them 
shorts was tight where they had a 
‘right to be tight! Legs? Brother, 
they were starting in the house be- 
fore I had a chance to look at the 
rest of her! Just as trim and neat 
and—well, by golly, just as pleas- 
ing to look at as a new hair rope! 
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She had a way of walking, too, that 
was something to see. Once in Den- 
ver at a burleycue house I saw— 
but let’s get on. She wore a little 
thin silk sweater tucked in them 
shorts, cut plenty low in front, and 
outside of Lisbeth I never see a 
woman had a better right to wear a 
tight silk sweater. I saw them two 
women smiling at each other and 
saying sweet things, and I saw 
Dancy standing there beaming 
with his eyes all full of admiration 
and I knew hell wasn’t a foot 
away ! 

But there was this. Dancy wasn’t 
seeing that shapely body and that 
pretty face. He was seeing a hun- 
dred million dollars. 

Mary Smith grinned as we fol- 
lowed them into the house carrying 
the luggage. ‘‘What do you think 
of her, Limpy?”’ she asked me. We 
was already old friends. 

So I told her the truth. ‘‘She’s 
as pretty as a package of Camels 
and as dangerous as-chain light- 
ning over a bedded herd,”’ I said. 

Going through the patio they 
stopped and had to be introduced 
to McAdams and the Professor. 
The Professor forgot all about his 
little sack of rocks and followed 
right along. McAdams’ eyes got 
wide and it was easy to see he had 
something to live for at last! That 
was the way this Candace affected 
menfolks. 


I ONG about four o’elock I went 
4 in the bunkhouse and found 
George lying down on his back 
reading the Police Gazette, and 
Dancy over at the washbowl shav- 
ing hisself. ‘‘What you think of 
this here Candace female?’’ I 
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asked. Dancy just sighed and like 
to have cut hisself. F 
But George said, ‘‘ You mean the 
one with the shorts?- I think she 
ought to have a danged good 
spanking for undressing herself % 
like that and making a play for 
every man in sight.’’ + 
Dancy, he growled, ‘‘Mister, a 
beautiful girl with legs like them 
would be committing a sin not to 
show ’em every chance she got!’’ - a 
Which was a mistake. For that 3a 
derned Lisbeth had walked: in fox- ¥ 
footed and was glaring at Dancy. 
She’d changed to shorts, too, not to 
be outdone, and if anything they 
was tighter and shorter than the 
Candace woman’s! She couldn’t 
make up her mind who to be mad @& 
at, George, who was sitting up #Wa 
goggle eyed, or at Daney. To 
Daney she said, real sweet, ‘‘I gy 





























“Kill her,” he said, 
“and you go freel” 
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been knowing you two—three 
years, Mister Spencer and I never 
knew you to shave twice a day be- 
fore.’’? And she wheeled on George. 
**T suppose you think I deserve a 
spanking, too?’’ 

And old George just nodded and 
said without cracking a smile, ‘‘I’d 
sure admire doing it, ma’am!”’ 

She snapped, ‘‘I was sent to tell 
you that the great Miss—er— 
Brown desires local color with her 
meals. The three of you are to eat 
dinner in the ranchhouse. So bring 
your troughs and come in around 
seven.’’ She pranced out swinging 
them firm little hips sort of impu- 
dent like. 

Dancy sputtered in the rinse 
water, burned up. 

George, he sighed, and fanned 
hisself with his Police Gazette, his 
eyes dreaming and when I asked 
him politely for a ready rolled, 
handed me the magazine! 


ROM dinner on it was war to the 
hilt between Lisbeth and this 
here Candace. Them was the most 
undressed females [ ever saw in my 
sixty-three years. At first glimpse, 
just seeing what a man naturally 
saw above the tabletop you’d a 
thought they plumb forgot their 
clothes! 

And such sweetness and flashing 
of smiles and rolling of eyes you 
never saw. Dancy stirred his coffee 
with nary a sign of a spoon, and 
when Candace leaned over toward 
him to speak softly in his ear, he 
gulped, nodded, then very care- 
fully laid three pieces of celery on 
his plate, covered them with gravy 
and ate them with never a smile. 

McAdams wasn’t much better. 
He couldn’t take his eyes off Can- 
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dace Jones. And the Professor! 
Goggle eyed as they come! Even 


- Jim Tedford put on his best Kan- 


sas City I-kiss-your-hand-ma’m 
manner. It was plumb disgusting. 

I sat at one side next to Mary 
Smith and she enjoyed it about as 
much as I did. When something 
particular funny happened, she’d 
punch me with her knee and wink. 
Dern her, she was a nice one. Right 
after dinner when the Professor 
and McAdams and Dancy was 
showing Miss Candace around the 
patio she broke out a package of 
Camels and we sat there smoking 
and talking for a long time. If it 
hadn’t have been for George, I’d 
felt right sorry for Lisbeth. But 
he took her outside, and later when 
I went to bed there was nobody in 
sight in the patio. Not a soul. 

Don’t get the idea I like to eaves- 
drop like a lot of old folks. But 
during the next few days I did 
seem to run into a lot. Mary Smith 
took to hanging around the corrals 
with me after the rest had gone 
riding or swimming or something. 
After the first morning Lisbeth 
found herself out of her class and 
stayed to home. Old George was 
suited just fine at that. It did me 
right good to see them two to- 
gether and to figure—like I fig- 
gered then—that at last old Dancy, 
the drugstore cowboy, was being 
cut out. 

And on the other hand I hated to 
see him making so much headway 
with Miss Candace. He’d hold her 
stirrup for her, and she’d squeal 
and catch him around the neck, and 
McAdams and the Professor would 
glare. She had a way of dressing 
that really got a man, I tell you. 
Even in a riding habit she made a 
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fellow’s blood start pounding and 
throbbing. 

The only man on the ranch that 
didn’t follow her around besides 
me, of course, was George. All he’d 
do would be glare at her and mut- 
ter about how women like that 
ought to get licked until they knew 
enough to wear more clothes. I 
even liked him for that. 

Lisbeth liked him, too. Else why 
would they hunt out that spot down 
in the mimbre by the creek, and sit 
there all afternoon plenty close to- 
gether. And when he’d put his 
arm around her and kiss her she 
didn’t seem to mind and helped out 
all she could, regardless of how 
close she pressed against him! I 
figured at last she had a man good 
enough for her, by golly and I was 
tickled to death. 

Until the fourth night. But first 
let me tell you about the fourth 
afternoon. Lisbeth and George 
wasn’t using the glade in the 
mimbre, and I was smoking there 
when I[ heard footsteps. I got back 
in the bushes and it was Miss Can- 
dace and Dancy! She was wearing 
her ridikilus shorts and he was 
decked out like a house afire! 

They sat down there beside the 
creek laughing and talking and she 
sort of leaned back, her hands be- 
neath her head, her long pink and 
white legs stretching away. Old 
Dancy, he couldn’t stand it any 
longer. He leaned and kissed her. 
He done a derned thorough job of 
it, too! 

After while she stared up at him 
starry eyed and said, ‘‘Did you 
mean that, Dancy?’’ 

He answered, ‘‘Mean it? My 
God, I’d crawl to hell just to touch 
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your fingers!’’ Dancy read that in 
a book. 

And dern me if a couple of tears 
didn’t trickle out of her starry 
eyes. She said, ‘‘ There’s something 
I’ve got to tell you, Daney. I’m—’’ 

He stopped her. ‘‘Don’t talk, 
sweet. Nothing you could say 
would make any difference !’’ So he 
kissed her some more, only this 
time more so, and I got a little at- 
tack of rheumatism and tiptoed off. 

Baek at the bunkhouse George 
said, ‘‘What you grinning at, 
Limpy?’’ 

And like a fool I took one of his 
cigarettes and told him. See, I fig- 
ured he would be tickled because 
he’d have a elear field with Lisbeth 
now. 

Instead he got all red in the face 
and thundered, ‘‘That two by four 
imitation of a eow wrangler! Not 
while I live and learn!’’ 

Which was sort of puzzling. 
Until that night. 


Loxe about midnight I heard 

George roll quiet out of his 
bunk and tiptoe out the door into 
the moonlight. I got seared Dancy 
would follow him and make trouble, 
for I figured he was going to see 
Lisbeth, so I stuck along. And you 
can imagine how I felt when he 
tossed a little gravel against the 
window of Miss Candace! 

Pretty soon a light came on and 
he whispered something and by 
golly, he went right on in through 
that window! After while I got 
close and my heart went sick, I tell 
you! This Miss Candace was stand- 
ing up sort of proud and defiant, 
in her little thin nightgown, glar- 
ing at George, mad! I thought she 

(Continued on page 110) 
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Steve hadn’t even seen 
his new ranch boss yet, 
and he didn’t see why 
he should let his men 
be killed just because 
of orders from an une 
known not to fight 
back! 


¢ “W HAT I’ll do,’’ declared 
Steve Bradley, fore- 
man of the Tilt-6, ‘‘Is 
mosey in thar an’ resign. I’m 
lightin’ a shuck for parts whar my 
back don’t itch every time it comes 
on dark. I’m quittin’.”’ 

“‘Yo're a liar, Steve,’’ drawled 
*Grit’’? Harden. He was swabbing 
out a bullet nick in Steve’s shoul- 
der. ‘‘Yuh’ll keep on ramroddin’ 
the Tilt-6 in spite o’ hell, dry 
guichers or a lady boss. Yuh done 
too much to keep this rancho partly 
unrobbed. Somethin’ scare yuh?”’ 

They were in the bunkhouse. 
Steve winced under Grit’s crude 
surgery. His steady gray eyes 
were as hot as murder. 

‘‘T’m seared o’ myself, mister,’’ 
he said. ‘‘I ain’t safe to be allowed 
loose no more with that nurse crit- 
ter in the blue specks. I’m gittin’ 
tuh see this here J. N. Tolbert 
pers’nal an’ ask do we fight Brand 
Lorton or do we fold up an’ let a 
thousan’ cows become bait for 
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all the buzzards 
County ?”’ 

Grit Harden pushed a needle of 
gut thread ruthlessly through the 
lead gash in Steve’s skin. The 
wound had been made by a lone 
gulecher from Brand Lorton’s 
Star-B spread less than an hour 
before. Steve had attempted to cut 


in Barranca 


From behind the oak table 

came the fastest song of 

six-guns that Steve had 
ever heard. 





Area 


barbed wire that had fenced off the 
Tilt-6 cows from a strip trail lead- 
ing to the only available waterhole. 

Brand Lorton had been making 
a stab at harassing the Tilt-6 rid- 
ers for all of the seven years that 
Steve Bradley had been its ram- 
rod. But Lorton’s tacties had 
never brought a complete show- 
down. 

Then only a month ago, old 
Harney, the owner at that time, 
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had gone bust in a poker game 
down at Hermosillo and got him- 
self gunned fatal in a ruckus. The 
Tilt-6 had been put up at auction. 

Steve and Grit Harden had 
saved their dinero, hoping to buy 
in the spread at bottom. Brand 
Lorton also bid for it. But it was 
discovered that one J. N. Tolbert, 
from back East, held old Harney’s 
notes. So the Tilt-6 had gone to 
this Tolbert. 

And, up to this time and minute, 
neither Steve Bradley nor any of 
his riders had seen the boss, 
though he had arrived at the Tilt-6 
two weeks before, accompanied by 
two women nurses. 

This was the burr under Steve 
Bradley’s saddle at this time. The 
new owner and his nurses had ar- 
rived when Steve and all the rid- 
ers were on herd. Chung Wu, the 
Chinese cook, became the only 
source of information about that. 

‘“‘New bloss vellee sick man,’’ 
had been Chung Wu’s version of 
the arrival. ‘‘ New bloss have to be 
carried in to bed. Missee Tobe she 
say mlake him chicken bloth allee 
time. No see bloss. Missee Tobe 
and Missee Lee earry him in.”’ 

So for two weeks Steve Bradley 
had been denied the privilege of 
seeing the new owner. The nurses 
gave the names of Jane Tobe and 
Marilyn Lee, and the prim, dark- 
spectacled Miss Tobe was in com- 
plete charge of the sick man. 

Steve could well believe that the 
prim Jane Tobe and the other filly 
had carried the new owner to his 
room upstairs in the hacienda. 
Hell! That slab-sided Tobe critter 
looked as if she could carry a 
horse. 

And with the report of the new 
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owner’s arrival, Brand Lorton had 
renewed his worrying tactics. 
Fencing off that waterhole trail. 
Having hidden gulchers take unex- 
pected shots at Steve and his rid- 
ers. 

But the long-geared Grit Hard- 
en, Steve’s top rider, didn’t believe 
Steve would quit, even if orders 
had been conveyed to him by Tol- 
bert through Jane Tobe that there 
was to be no gun fighting. So Grit 
was tending Steve’s wound and 
trying to soothe his temper. 

“This Tolbert now?’’ opined 
Grit. ‘*Yuh ecain’t blame a sick 
hombre who’s off his feed an’ 
bein’ dry nussed day an’ night by 
two female critters for not wantin’ 
a gun ruckus. A tenderfoot like 
him with no cow sense wouldn’t 
savvy he bought hisself into a 
range war.”’ 

‘*Jehosophat!’’ snapped Steve, 
under the sting of his shoulder 
nick. ‘‘That ain’t sayin’ I have tuh 
be exposin’ my carcass ’thout the 
priv’lege 0’ seein’ the boss. I’m 
through havin’ orders purveyed 
tuh me by that slat-sided, long- 
geared female. An’ that other lit- 
tle filly with legs that are plumb 
scand’lous. The dumb waddies 
look at ’em an’ git dumber. It 
ain’t decent.”’ 


RIT HARDEN seemed sud- 
denly to have been stricken 
speechless. His gaze had wandered 
out through the bunkhouse door. 
Lamplight from the main house 
was spraying out over the punch- 
eon porch of the hacienda’s long, 
middle room. Something soft and 
creamy white and shadowy made 
a breath-taking silhouette against 
the lamplight in the doorway. 
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This Marilyn Lee was a cute filly 
with fluffy black hair. The contours 
of her spine-ticklin’ legs, all the 
way from small ankles to tapering 
thighs, stood out as if etched with 
a pencil. 

So Grit Harden’s mouth flopped 
open. That was bad. His mind had 
stopped up again. He snicked off 
the gut thread in Steve’s shoulder 
wound and fidgeted with the rub- 
ber butts of his six-guns. 

Steve swore and jerked the shirt 
over his aching shoulder. He 
reared to his six feet and some 
inches, seething with indignation. 

**Yuh ain’t meetin’ that doggone 
filly up in the chaparral ag’in’ to- 
night, Grit!’? he rasped. ‘‘I’ve 
seen too much 0’ yore goin’s-on, 
an’ we’ve too many dain’ compli- 
cations already! Look at -yoreself 
an’ them other ory-eyed waddies!’’ 

The eight other riders were 
lined up by the fence in the bunk- 
house light. One quit singing. One 
quit whittling. All quit chawing 
their tobacco. Their minds had 
stopped up, too. 

The little filly in the hacienda 
doorway had walked back into the 
room slowly enough to have the 
outline of her young breast join the 
shadow parade of her damn’ sweet 
legs. Then— 

The big lamp on the long room 
table went out with a crash. 

Somewhere back of the hacienda, 
up by the wild brone corral, a six- 
gun went brrrang-brrrang! The 
cute, little day nurse let out one 
sereech that would have outdone a 
whole flock of coyotes. 

Steve Bradley swooped his belt 
and holstered sixes off a chair back 
and went outside the bunkhouse in 
one long jump. Grit Harden was 


already starting toward the haci- 
enda. 

‘‘Never mind the filly, she ain’t 
hit!’’ yelled Steve. ‘‘You, Grit, 
look tuh the remuda! I’ve been ex- 
pectin’ Lorton tuh make a try at 
stampedin’ the jugheads! It’s a 
trick mebbe tuh pull us off, so’s he 
kin git tuh the new boss himself an’ 
play a bluff hand! Jehosophat! 
I’m goin’ in thar for a showdown 
pronto!’’ 

Grit Harden, who was so long 
and thin he looked like he might 
collapse in the middle, swore at 
Steve’s order, but long-legged it 
toward the horse corral. Steve 
strode toward the main ranch — 
house. The long room downstairs 
was dark now. The only lght 
showed in a window upstairs. 

The other riders were grabbing 
their guns and rushing out of the 
bunkhouse. Steve shot a command 
at them over his shoulder. 

“Git yore cayuses saddled! 
Grit’ll look after that shootin’ 
ranny! Maybe we’re ridin’!’’ 

Brrrang! Instinct caused Steve 
to throw himself flat. Twice al- 
ready this afternoon he had been 
breezed by gulcher lead before a 
third pot shot had nicked him. 
Steve had whammed back with his 
six-guns in defiance of the dictum 
to maintain peace at any price. 

That order had been passed 
along to him through the night 
nurse who wore dark blue glasses, 
rolled her yellow hair in an ugly 
knot at the back of her head, and 
dressed in a long and shapeless 
skirt that wouldn’t have stopped 
up any man’s mind. 

Steve’s guns were in his hands 
again now. ‘‘Bigod!’’ he gritted. 
“Tolbert may be too sick to fight, 
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but it ain’t goin’ to be at the ex- 
pense of our hides! I'll git to him 
‘an ’7—’” 

Brrang! Brrang! 

*“O-ooh! Gawd!’’ That was the 
suddenly pain-filled, desperate 
voice of Lafe Long, the youngest 
waddy on the Tilt-6. He had been 
the last to grab his irons in the 
bunkhouse. 

Steve jerked around. Young 
Lafe was staggering toward him, 
his hands pushing against a gaping 
hole in the side of his neck that was 
spurting blood between his fingers. 
Steve forgot about the whining 
lead as he came to his feet and got 
to the waddy. 

But Steve was too late. Young 
Lafe couldn’t hold back the blood 
that spouted through his hands and 
dripped down his body. He fell at 
Steve’s feet and died without ut- 
tering another sound. 

Steve whipped around. He heard 
Grit Harden shouting oaths up by 
the horse corral. @rit’s guns 
whammed until they were emptied. 
In the following silence, Steve 
heard a cayuse pounding away on 
the grade up the Sunblaze Range 
hogback. There was but a single 
rider. 

‘“‘Damn’ ’em!’’ rasped Steve, 
sick all over as he looked at young 
Lafe Long’s dead face, contorted 
with the agony of dying. ‘‘The 
same ol’? windy! An’ this Tolbert 
lays up all pampered by them 
women critters an’ says the Tilt-6 
won’t fight!’’ 

By the ‘‘same old windy,’’ Steve 
referred to a brainy scheme of 
Brand Lorton in his one-sided war 
upon the Tilt-6. Lorton sent single 
gulchers and skulkers who could 
hide, shoot and get away without 
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being identified. Thus he afforded 
no proof that would stand up in a 
law court that his men and not 
some wandering owlhoot had done 
the gunning. 

Grit Harden was striding back 
from the horse corral. The others 
had circled the ranchhouse and 
they were saddling. Grit looked 
down at Lafe Long’s stiffening 
body. 

“‘So Lorton has done it this 
time !’’ he groaned. ‘‘Up to now he 
has done no more than plague the 
Tilt-6! Jest one gulcher up thar 
by the corral an’ he had the gate 
poles down! I dusted his boots 
with lead an’ I’d-a drilled his guts 
if’n I’d knowed he was shootin’ 
fatal! He rode off as I was headin’ 
them jugheads from bustin’ out! I 
got tuh see if’n the little gal’s 
a’right, Steve!’ 

**T’ll be doin’ all the seein’ about 
that, Grit!’’ snapped Steve. ‘‘ Yuh 
git Lafe back into the bunkhouse 
an’ be readyin’ for a wide open 
gun ruckus! I’m seein’ Tolbert 
now if I have tuh dab a loop onto 
the neck o’ that long-geared fe- 
male nurse !’’ 

After Marilyn Lee’s scream 
from the long room. of the hacienda 
there had been no sound. Steve 
was too good at reading voices to 
imagine the filly with the pretty 
legs had been wounded. He glaneed 
up at the dimly lighted window of 
the sickroom over the porch. He 
was pesitive he saw a shadowy fig- 
ure withdrawing from view. He 
bit off a short oath. 

That would be Jane Tobe. Funny 
she had not rushed down when she 
had heard her companion nurse 
scream. Then Steve recalled the 
hacienda doors were thick and per- 
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haps she hadn’t heard anything 
but the guns outside. 


TEVE BRADLEY wasn’t quick 
to get his mad up. But the kill- 
ing of Lafe Long was sending hot 
blood rushing to his brain. He 
clumped angrily onto the puncheon 
porch, looking into the still dark 
long room. 
He heard a fluttering gasp and 
he bent his neck to keep his head 





from bumping the top of the door- 
way as he went in. He scratched a 
match and groped around until he 
found another lamp. When it 
flared up, he saw little Marilyn 
Lee’s dark eyes staring at him. 
She was crouching in a corner. 
‘‘Oh, what—what is it?’’ she 
gulped, and her curved lips were 


Taken by surprise, Steve 
tried to turn, clawing for 
his gun. 
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almost white. ‘‘I’ve been too 
scared to move. I guess maybe 
Jane was asleep and she didn’t 
hear.’’ 

**Tt’s all over, Miss Lee,’’ said 
Steve shortly. He didn’t want to 
add any to her scare. ‘‘Little 
trouble with the jugheads in the 
hoss corral, that’s all.’’ 

He had known from the first she 
was the kind that knew all about 
what her damn’ scrumptious legs 
did to the waddies. And she was 
right nice, Judging by what Steve 
knew about her and Grit Harden. 

Grit had been meeting her nights 
for a walk through the chaparral, 
and Grit wouldn’t talk about it. 
With Grit that was always bad. 

So Steve ignored the quick way 
Marilyn Lee ran her white fingers 
through her fluffy black hair, and 
the way she looked him over with 
provocative approval. 

‘*'hen—then it will be all right 
for me to get a breath of fresh 
air?’’ murmured the little nurse. 
‘**T need it, being cooped up in the 
house all day with a sick man.”’ 

‘‘Hell, yes!’’ grunted Steve. 
“But I reckon yuh’ll not be meet- 
in’ up with Grit tonight, lady. He’s 
got other business.”’ 

She perked her small head on 
one side and dark eyes looked him 
over. Her fright was passing and 
her mouth became red again, and 
teased into a little pucker. 

“You don’t like me much, do 
you, Steve Bradley?’’ she said 
softly. ‘‘Don’t you ever believe in 
having fun, or don’t you think 
about anything but cows? Jane 
says you don’t.”’ 

She glanced down, smoothing 
her rumpled dress, but not quite 
making it hide a few inches of 
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ivory skin above her perfect knees. 
Steve clenched his teeth and delib- 
erately pulled his eyes away from 
that and the slick expanse of white 
that sloped downward to her firm 
young breast. 

Damn ’em! Her kind were all 
alike. All right for Grit, if he liked 
them that way. Steve didn’t be- 
lieve in fooling around with her 
sort. He didn’t want to think about 
other men’s kisses when he took 
his own. 

“*T hadn’t thought about likin’ 
yuh,’’ growled Steve. ‘‘I never yet 
cut another man’s brand.”’ 

‘““Why, you—”’ 


Her dark eyes blazed and her 
bosom quivered with rage. But 
Steve cut in, ‘‘Thar’s yore boss 
nurse! Yuh’d best high-tail an’ 
have yore walk!”’ 

Marilyn Lee almost spat at him 
as she passed, moving through the 
doorway. Steve looked up and saw 
the prim Jane Tobe just coming 
from the bedroom in which this 
Tolbert was being kept plumb ig- 
norant of the facts of life on the 
range, especially this Star-B 
plague of murderin’ gulchers. 

Jane Tobe’s drab cloth skirt 
hung shapelessly to her shoe-tops. 
Her straight-cut waist made her 
leok as flat-chested as a man, and 
her tight-drawn, yellow hair 
showed her ears and gave her face 
a hard look below the dark blue 
glasses. 

‘‘What’s all this disturbance and 
shooting, Mr. Bradley?’’ she said 
in an even, colorless voice. ‘‘I was 
having a nap, and it wakened me. 
Mr. Tolbert’s worse tonight, and I 
had to look after him. He was ex- 
cited, and he doesn’t want the cow 
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riders raising a fuss with their 
guns. You will see that it—’’ 

Steve took a long stride toward 
the stairway leading to the gallery 
around the long room of the haci- 
enda. 

**T will see that it don’t bust 
loose again, if I can help it!’’ he 
rapped out. ‘An’ I’m comin’ up 
an’ explain to this Tolbert himself! 
It happens I jest had tuh look after 
one of my own waddies, an’ soon 
as I’m through speakin’ my mind 
to the boss, I’ll see that the cow 
riders, as you call ’em won’t be 
raisin’ any fuss. What they’ll be 
raisin’ is goin’ to be plumb hell!”’ 

“Mr. Bradley!’’ The prim 
nurse’s voice crackled. ‘‘I’ll have 
you understand—that Mr. Tolbert 
is a sick man and—”’ 

Something in the grim, impla- 
cable set of Steve’s hard jaw must 
have caught her eye, for she hesi- 
tated. Then she said suddenly, ‘‘I 
didn’t quite catch what you said 
about looking after one of the rid- 
ers? What is it? Is he hurt? Can 
T do something ?”’ 

Steve’s booted foot was already 
on the lower step. 

**Tt’s too late to do anything for 
him, thanks,’’ he said shortly. 
‘*He’s past bein’ herded by any 
nurse. Now I’ll see Tolbert an’—’’ 


OR the second time tonight a 
six-gun brrranged close to the 
hacienda. Jane Tobe had just said, 
‘¢You mean he’s dead?’’ This time 
the lamp was not the target of the 
smashing lead. A slug slammed 
into the round top of the newel post 
on the stairway beside Steve. 
Taken by complete surprise, 
Steve tried to turn, lightning hands 
clawing for his low-slung sixes. 
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The silver rowel of his boot heel 
caught on the step and Steve fell 
sideways to his knees. The fall 
saved him, for the second bullet 
made a wind through his rusty 
hair, it was so close. 

But the fall prevented Steve 
from bringing up his gun. The 
third explosion thundered into the 
hacienda, sounding like double six- 
guns blasting. Steve had just 
glimpsed the gun flash at a window 
of the long room. The lead plucked 
at his shirt sleeve and splintered a 
stairstep. 

But in the window a man’s 
bearded face reared briefly into 
view and a hoarse oath of pain 
roared from his mouth. The win- 
dowsill was gouged by a bullet and 
the slug went somewhere into the 
window gulcher’s careass. 

Steve was up, but not in time to 
thumb an iron at the disappearing 
head and shoulders. But he knew 
the hombre had been hit. And when 
he looked up, the prim Jane Tobe 
was pushing a still smoking six- 
gun under her shapeless skirt and 
her eyes were still fixed upon the 
window. 

“Well, I’ll be—’’ began Steve, 
jaw dropping as he looked at the 
sudden flaming difference in the 
nurse’s face. 

‘“‘Damn!’’ finished Jane Tobe 
with a snap of her teeth. ‘‘I had 
to do it, Mr. Bradley! I saw the 
gun pointing at you and he 
couldn’t keep on missing you all 
night! Besides, you were trying to 
tell me a rid—waddy—was mur- 
dered, weren’t you?”’ 

‘“Yes—yes—Miss Tobe—’’ stam- 
mered Steve. ‘‘By cracky, lady! 
That was a plumb center an’ teeto- 
tally onexpected shot! I’m— 
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thankin’ yuh, ma’am, an’ I’d ad- 
mire tuh apologize for the way I 
was talkin’—”’ 

**You can pass over that, Mr. 
Bradley,’”’ the nurse interrupted 
stiffly. ‘‘I didn’t think—I’m sorry 
you saw the gun in my hand—I— 
hadn’t you better go see about who- 
ever that was? I’m afraid I hurt 
him badly and—TI have to go to Mr. 
Tolbert.” 

Just then Steve heard the crash- 
ing of ocotillo bushes beyond the 
window and shouts coming from 
the direction of the bunkhouse. He 
shot toward the window, making a 
elean dive through it and landing 
half on his feet. 

He heard the prim Jane Tobe 
ery out as he caught his balance. 

“‘Come back, Steve Bradley—I 
—Mr. Tolbert won’t back up any 
gunplay—he—’”’ 

She was in the flooding yellow 
lamplight. Her dark glasses had 
fallen off. The knot of her hair had 
come loose and let the hair cascade 
im a cloud about her face. Although 
he didn’t pause, but lunged onward 
toward the noise in the ocotillo 
bushes, Steve’s flashing glimpse of 
the night nurse caused his breath 
to catch. 

The thought percolated through 
his brain that it was damn’ funny 
what a difference a woman’s eyes 
and hair could make, or maybe he 
was a little dizzy with apprecia- 
tion of her shooting that had prob- 
ably saved him from being pune- 
tured. For it seemed to him he had 
seen the prettiest face within his 
recollection. Maybe it was the yel- 
low lamplight? 


TEVE went over the low haci- 
 enda fence. He hadn’t caught 
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a glimpse of the hombre who had 
tried to gulch him, so he judged the 
sneaking gunnie from the Star-B 
hadn’t been badly hit. But there 
was another quick stirring in the 
bushes. 

Steve whipped up both guns and 
triggered them in a one-two blast. 
As the lead whistled into the cha- 
parral he heard a quick, little cry. 
His breath almost stopped. It was 
the scared voice of the little nurse, 
Marilyn Lee. 

*‘Great jehosophat!’’ gritted 
Steve. ‘‘I didn’t think o’ the little 
filly bein’ up here!’’ 

He jammed his irons back into 
the leathers, making for the clump 
of soap bushes rising from a 
mound of grama grass. There was 
no movement there, no further out- 
ery. Cold sweat beaded Steve’s 
forehead. He might have gunned 
the little nurse mortally. 

Just then Grit Harden’s edged 
voice rang out up above the haci- 
enda. 

‘‘Thar goes the pizen skunk, fel- 
lers! Seen ’im make his hoss an’ 
head into thet barranca! Fork yore 
brones an’ put a loop around it! 
The fust one sees ’im, let ’im have 
it in the gullet!’’ 

The shadowy figures of the Tilt-6 
riders showed in a line beyond the 
upper end of the hacienda over 
toward the horse corral. Grit was 
heading the pursuit and his com- 
mands snapped out. 

‘““Guess he must o’ gunned 
Steve!’’ yelled one of the riders. 

Steve had no time to correct 
that. He was down on his hands 
and knees, crawling under the bar- 
rier of thorns in the soap bush. 
He made out a white figure lying 
in the grama grass. Steve reached 
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the little nurse, swearing bitterly 
under his breath. Suddenly his 
breath went out of his lungs. 
Marilyn might be either dead or 
alive, but such a sight had never 
before greeted Steve’s bugging 
eyes. The cute little nurse appar- 
ently had been frightened by the 
new gunplay and she must have 
made a plumb reckless dash into 
the thorny bushes. 

















If he was any judge of 

a knockout punch, 

Marilyn would be out 
for some time. 
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Dead or alive, all of her sweet 
and dainty person was stripped 
down to some gauzy things, the 
like of which Steve Bradley had 
seen in the ads of magazines but 
hadn’t really believed until now 
ever were worn by women critters. 

She was lying with one lovely, 
curved leg partly drawn up and 
with her round, white arms shield- 
ing her face, as if that had been 
where the lead had hit her. A 
chilly shudder went through 
Steve’s lanky body. He would 
rather have collected a slug in his 
innards than have put a hand upon 
her body, and he was sick all over 
as he gently touched her arms and 
pushed them aside. 

The starlight gave just enough 
light to show that her eyes were 
closed, and her piquant face with 
the sweet, red-lipped mouth 
showed no bullet mark. Well, 
Steve closed his own eyes and put 
one hand down over her heart. 

If the soft curve under the girl’s 
breast had been a hot branding 
iron against his fingers, Steve 
wouldn’t have known the differ- 
ence. He couldn’t feel her heart 
beat because his own pulse was 
pounding at his temples. 

‘“‘Tf she’s dead—’’ He whispered 
it and shook off his own chill as he 
put his ear down where his hand 
had been. 

There was a sudden trembling 
and a convulsive movement of the 
beautiful white body. Two soft, 
clinging arms suddenly slipped 
around his neck and the little nurse 
gasped, ‘Grit! Grit! He said you 
wouldn’t come—he—’’ 

Steve’s veins flooded with relief 
so swiftly he felt weak. And when 
moist, parted lips suddenly sought 


his mouth, and the arms went 
tighter about his neck, he discov- 
ered he was returning the kiss with 
savage intensity. 

Then— 

The trembling contours of her 
slim, curved form were against 
him, and her bosom was crushed 
to his wool shirt. He tried to choke 
out a hard oath from away deep 
in his throat, but he only gulped 
and hadn’t the strength to put her 
away. : 

“*T know—I know it’s you, Steve 


Bradley—’’ She was murmuring, 


her voice low eestasy as her quiver- 
ing figure caused Steve’s brain to 
go proddy in spite of himself. He 
had never believed that one of her 
kind ever could touch him, but his 
hands along her yielding back were 
cold, and his spine was even colder. 

“‘Damn’ yuh!’’ he grunted, even 
as her head went slowly back under 
the pressure of his mouth. ‘‘I 
ought tuh be—”’ 

He was meaning to say he ought 
to be going for a cayuse and riding 
after Grit Harden and the other 
waddies. But what he meant to 
say and what he meant to do didn’t 
matter a hoot in hell for the next 
few seconds. 

He tried to think maybe it was 
his relief at knowing his bullets 
had missed her, but in the minute 
or two that followed he knew al- 
mighty well his own mind had been 
stopped up, like the sight of the 
little nurse had got Grit Harden 
and the other boys. 

Steve could hear faint shouts, 
and the still conscious part of his 
brain told him that Grit and the 
Tilt-6 waddies were helling away 
out of the nearest barranca and off 
toward the Sunblaze Range hog- 
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back in pursuit of the Star-B gun- 
nie. And he himself had given 
them orders for a showdown gun 
ruckus. 

Whether this alone would have 
freed him from the demanding 
eagerness of the little nurse’s kiss- 
es he never found out. For some- 
thing else caused him suddenly to 
lift his hands and grip the girl’s 
shoulders, holding her firmly. 

“Keep quiet,’’ he grated in a 
low tone. ‘‘Don’t move. Don’t 
make no sound.’’ 


THE slithering movement of sev- 

eral figures nearby in the cha- 
parral was borne to his keen ears. 
Men were slipping through the 
concealment of the thorn bush 
toward the hacienda. A low, hard 
voice spoke with the caution of 
quick command. 

‘*Buek run the windy on ’em! 
Steve Bradley an’ his rannies are 
high-tailin’ to hell an’ gone after 
him! He’ll run ’em all the way 
tuh the hogback gap! We’ll git 
this sneakin’ gopher Tolbert an’ 
fire the buildings! ’Fore we’re 
through with Tolbert, he’ll sign 
over the Tilt-6 or he won’t be 
needin’ no more nurses!”’ 

Steve’s nerves went as taut as a 
dallied lass rope. So that was the 
play! All the gunnin’ had been to 
lead the Tilt-6 riders away on an 
elusive trail. For it was the hard 
voice of Brand Lorton talking, and 
he had without doubt kept a few 
of his toughest gun slick hombres 
in waiting for the Tilt-6 waddies 
to clear his way. 

So Brand Lorton was going aft- 
er this new owner, Tolbert, per- 
sonally. Dammit! Steve knew the 
kind of persuasion Lorton could 
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hand out. A tenderfoot easterner 
with no cow sense, and a sick man 
to boot, would not have a chance. 
Lorton would have the Tuilt-6 
signed over to him, if he had to use 
a hot branding iron to get that 
signature. 

They intended to fire the build- 
ings? Maybe Lorton was figuring 
on outright murder? If the ha- 
cienda and the barns went up in 
smoke, and the sick owner proved 
to be stubborn, he might end up 
as buzzard bait and the nearly law- 
less range be none the wiser. Those 
who went into the matter would 
be made to believe Tolbert had 
died in the fire. 

‘*Please, Steve,’?’ murmured 
Marilyn Lee. ‘‘I’m scared. What 
ean you do? Oh, I’m sorry I—”’ 

‘*Yuh needn’t be noways sorry,”’ 
grated Steve. “‘If it hadn’t been 
for you—tor me—ii I’d rode off 
with Grit an’ the others, Lorton 
would o’ had a clean sweep. Yuh 
stay right here. Don’t yuh show 
yoreself no matter what kind 0’ 
ruckusin’ yuh hear. [’m—’’ 

‘“But Steve—Jane?’’ gasped the 
little nurse. ‘‘Oh, she’s down there 
in the house, and she’s all alone— 
please, I’ve got tuh help some way 
—I ain’t afraid—you don’t know 
what I mean—’’ 

‘*Shut up!’’ commanded Steve. 
“‘Yup! I guess yuh got that kind 
o’ grit under all yore softness— 
SQ= = 

He had an idea what would hap- 
pen if the little nurse ever fell 
into the hands of Lorton’s gun- 
nies, ’specially seein’ her lack of 
any decent duds. So it had to be— 

His hard palm snapped up and 
the heel of his hand caught the soft 

(Continued on page 96) 








The girl asked: “Did anyone ever 
tell you that being Teton the Terror 
would get you behind the eight ball, 

cowboy?” Nobody had, but 


he was finding it out! 





“I never busted her neck!” 
Teton said. 


Tonic 


for a Terror 


By CLEM CARLSON 


strange room, with a woman 
he’d never seen before sleep- 
ing peacefully too doggone near 
him! 
66 


T ETON O’DAY woke up in a 


First had come a tortured awak- 
ening. Teton O’Day had opened his 
bloodshot blue eyes. He winced 
and closed them hurriedly. He 
groaned, moved his thick tongue 
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experimentally toward his lips and 
stirred up a taste relative and re- 
mindful of ancient, Sampsonesque 
limburger cheese. 

He raised a trembling hand, 
moved one foot. Damned if he 
didn’t have his hat on—and his 
boots and spurs! He turned on his 
side and opened his eyes more 
slowly. 

‘‘Ohhhbh,’’ he blatted. ‘‘Ohbhbh, 
sacred Hades!’’ 

The girl lay on her back, a shape- 
ly outline under the sheet drawn 
under her chin. Teton shriveled a 
little, trying to take cover within 
himself. He seemed to peer through 
a fog as his frantic glance turned 
toward a door and swept the room. 

A woman’s room, all right. 
Curley-top paper on the wall, lit- 
tle frilly pillows like chunks cut 
off a bucking roll here and there, 
and a lot of fancy odors a hand 
never smelled around a rodeo or 
Wildwest and Bill shows. Not a 
bad scent, at that. 

‘“‘Sweetheart of a nightmare,’’ 
Teton moaned, ‘‘I hope they ain’t 
a maw or paw or big bad brother 
handy hereabouts. [—migod, you 
ain’t a Missus by any chance?’’ 

Teton rolled. His spurs wound 
into the bottom sheet and he hit 
the floor with face and hands, 
kicked and pulled and finally got 
free. He jumped up and backed 
against the wall. His gray Jay- 
Bee was jammed down until it 
thrust his ears out like a pair of 
batwing chaps. He grunted and 
eussed as he swiveled it and 
yanked it off. 

‘‘Lady, how’n hell did we come 
to be here?”’ 

He waited for her to rouse. A 
lot of disconnected recollections 
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miseried his mind. He’d ridden in- 
to the town of Tule the afternoon 
before. Pleasure before business, 
so he’d gone into the Hava Snort 
Saloon. And had several snorts, 
without bothering to have a bite 
to eat. 

He remembered the blond dance 
hall girl. Her name... Yeah!... 
Cora Nance. A sweet armful, all 
right enough. They had danced 
and drank and had gone to her 
room to drink some more. She had 
been provocative and a plump arm- 
ful, he recalled. He didn’t remem- 
ber much after that. Another 
drink, darkness, a blind wander- 
ing. He sort of remembered a man 
—but not the man’s looks. Remem- 
bered crashing glass and a femi- 
nine scream, and then arguing with 
somebody. . . 

He caught sight of himself in 
the mirror of a dresser, and knew 
his bleared sight wasn’t all a Bar- 
leyeorn souvenir. No wonder his 
foolish face hurt! His left eye was 
—Sacred Hades! Looked like the 
goose had laid a purple egg this 
time. 

He scratched his reddish-shin- 
gled topknot and swore. Said 
goose had a brother—no, sister— 
who’d planted a twin fowl fruit on 
his dome. 

‘“‘Lady!’’ Teton croaked, step- 
ping back toward the bed. ‘‘Wake 
up.’’ It wasn’t the dance hall girl, 
Cora Nance. Teton begged, ‘‘Lady, 
who’re you, an’ who’m I—I mean, 
where am [?”’ 


He stopped. ‘‘Lady, you’re 
awake. Stop layin’ there with 
your eyes open ... open. . .”’ 


The way she stared, her eyes 
dull, set, reminded Teton of a dead 
man. He reached forth a trembling 
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hand and touched her face. It was 
clammy and rigid, and the breath 
left Teton with a whoosh: ‘‘Migod, 
she’s dead!’’ 

How had he gotten here? Had 
he killed her? What the hell, oh 
sacred Hades, now what the hell? 


IS mind was too stunned, his 
nerves too shot to give a thing 
like this a contest ride. He 
swapped ends a couple times, then 
crowhopped for the door. He 
yanked it open and plunged into 
a little living room, fell across a 
chair and went down on his hands 
and knees. 

He gawped at the flurry of cov- 
ers that started on a red plush 
sofa along the wall. Someone had 
bedded down in here, and his ab- 
rupt, cyclonic entrance had start- 
led them awake. 

He saw a pair of bare, trim feet 
aim for the floor. Slender ankles, 
dimpled knees, snowy thighs swam 
into sight before a soft nightgown 
slithered downward to cover them. 

A girl with dark, tumbled hair, 
deep wide eyes and a generous red 
mouth—a kissable mouth—sat up 
and stared at him. As she pulled a 
quilt over her legs, Teton let his 
good eye range on bare white 
shoulders. The neck of the night- 
gown was low and loose. The swell 
of her bosom started above, and 
was not too well hidden by the thin 
garment. 

The girl flushed, pulled the quilt 
up higher and looked indignant. 
He looked pretty sorry and sort of 
funny, with his fist-marked eye, 
strained face and opened mouth. 

The girl laughed, and it seemed 
to make her angry with herself. 


‘“‘Get up from there!’’ she com- 
manded. 

‘‘Miss, who’s the lady in there 
in that bed? What’d she die from? 
Migod, she’s done stiffened out. 
She—”’ 

The girl eyed him thinly, as 
though trying to make up her 
mind. She wrapped the quilt 
around her and stood up. She mo- 
tioned Teton to sit down, had a 
look into the bedroom and hesi- 
tated, putting her face straight 
before she went into the kitchen. 
She returned with a water glass 
containing a generous dose of 
whiskey. He managed to gulp it 
and sat shuddering while she rolled 
him a eigarette. 

She sat down in a chair facing 
him. 

“‘Did anyone ever tell you this 
business of being Teton the Terror 
would get you behind the eight 
ball, cowboy?”’ the girl demanded 
sharply. ‘‘Teton O’Day, the hell- 
raising hero of rodeos and wild- 
west shows. The two-fisted drink- 
ing and fighting man who takes 
his liquor and holds it, loves his 
girls and leaves them. That’s you, 
and don’t deny it.’’ 

“Well’m, right now, that suh— 
seems to fit—sorry to say.’’ 

“If you weren’t in the cactus 
corral you’re in, you’d make love 
to me, break my heart to get even 
with me. Or—maybe you’d break 
my neck.’’ She looked toward the 
closed door. 

‘‘T_T never busted her neck! 
No!’’ Teton started to shake more 
violently. ‘‘Tell me I didn’t. Tell 
me what happened, an’ who she 
is. An’ who you are.”’ 

‘‘Last night, I heard a scream. 
I came out of my house, and there 
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you were on the porch, a woman in 
your arms. You said you were be- 
ing chased, and had to come in. I 
knew the girl. She told me, not 
long ago, she was getting married 
to a man who was coming here. A 
man named Teton O’Day. I 
thought you two had gotten mar- 
ried and celebrated a bit too much 
because terms of a will had been 
fulfilled and the O’Day ranch 
wouldn’t run downhill any more. 

‘‘T guessed maybe you’d fought 
with Kane Drago and run this way. 
Anyhow, I gave up my room. I 
heard you quarreling in there. 
Finally you got mad and swore 
you hated her. It got awfully quiet 
then. And I went to sleep.’’ 

‘‘Migod, who is she?’’ Teton al- 
most yelled. 

“‘Don’t you know? I understand 
you let it be known you had re- 
turned to Tule to settle an estate 
_and see to it no woman would get 
the idea you’d marry her just to 
grab a worthless chunk of land. 

“You said you’d not marry a 
hatchet-faced, grasping old heifer 
—You spilled a lot of things. Most- 
ly in a letter to a lawyer before you 
came back to Tule. You see, I knew 
that girl you were yammering 
about, and ealled a heifer. Her 
name is Maureen Dell.’’ 

‘*Please!’’ Teton begged. ‘‘ Never 
mind you know so much. Who’s 
that woman in there?”’ 

“‘Last night, when you were 
staggering around in there, you 
kept calling her Maureen Dell.’’ 

‘*Sacred Hades!’’ Teton choked. 
“‘T was drunk, an’ kilt her. After 
that letter I wrote to the lawyer, 
Asia Rayne, I got no chance a-tall! 
I never knew she was Maureen 
Dell. I ain’t seen her since she 
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was a lank-legged, freckled calf 
who cried an’ wanted to take over 
me every time I got bucked off a 
brawnk an’ got a scratch. Y’see, 
she was the orphant gal of a ol’ 
time pal of my paw’s.’’ He shiv- 
ered. ‘‘I figgered she’d growed to 
be a sharp-nosed—’’ 

“That won’t save you, Teton. 
Maybe you wish now you did have 
someone to ery over you and be 
afraid for you. Maybe you wish 
you’d not been such a battler, a 
rodeo hero saddle-bumming into 
women’s hearts, making light love 
to them. Maybe you’re praying 
you hadn’t tried to hold so much 
liquor.’’” 

“TThat’s right.’? He buried 
his face in his hands. ‘‘I was a li’l 
tipsy. But I never drank that 
much. I remember that Cora- Nance 
openin’ a fresh bottle. That’s 
about all.”’ 

‘‘Couldn’t see Asia Rayne and 
Miss Dell before you got so drunk 
you were out on your feet,’’ the 
girl sniffed. ‘‘First thing you hit 
town you start your Teton the Ter- 
rible tactics. Teton the Terrible! 
Sounds good when you come out 
on a bucking horse, with a yellow 
silk shirt and silver fixings flying. 
But what has it gotten you? 

‘“‘You’ve nothing to show. No 
money, no respect for anyone, no- 
body to care for you. You need a 
pistol-whipping tonic, Teton.’’ 

“‘T know it. But it comes too 
late. This Kane Drago, now. 
Who’d he be?’”’ 

‘‘A man who is very interested 
in the O’Day ranch. When your 
father died, O’Day, he willed the 
ranch to you, providing Maureen 
Dell had a say in things and you’d 
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stop being a self-made heartbreak- 
er, hero and terror—”’ 

‘The terror part was just steam 
to get folks to come to the Bill 
shows or rodeos I was in. I—I did 
have a hot temper,’’ Teton gulped. 
‘‘That made ’er easier to live up 
to the name.’’ 

“‘ Anyhow, if you didn’t do as 
Miss Dell willed, you’d lose the 
ranch. Because if you didn’t be- 
have and work hard, the O’Day 
ranch couldn’t pay out after sev- 
eral years of bad going. As I said, 
Drago Kane is very interested. He 
owns a ranch touching the O’Day 
spread. Owns a gambling house 
and saloon. It’s called the Hava 
Snort. Ever hear of it?’’ 

‘‘Bigod,’’ Teton sprang up. 
‘“‘That’s it! He aims to get the 
ranch. Sicked that Cora Nance on 
me—’’ 

‘‘Teton, you sicked yourself into 
that. Aren’t you into enough 
trouble? Still want to be a terror?”’ 

‘‘No.’? He said weakly. ‘‘If I 
had a chance again, I’d quit hellin’ 
all over an’ gettin’ no place. I 
swear I would.”’ 

The girl arose, held the quilt 
around her and walked into the 
bedroom. Teton refused to follow 
until she commanded him. 

He kept his eyes averted from 
the bed. The girl said, ‘‘Take hold 
of her, Teton O’Day. Get her out 
of that bed.”’ 

‘‘No! I ain’t so low. She stays 
there. I ain’t hidin’ this. I’m still 
man enough to take my medicine 
—an’ the rope I’m certain to get. 
T’ll tell the sheriff.’’ 

‘‘So you are a man down under- 
neath when the crust you’ve put 
on is cracked,’”’ the girl said. 
‘‘Well, be man enough to take her 


out of that bed.’? She pulled at 
him. 


ETON O’DAY closed his eyes. 
He groped under the cover. A 
cheap dress was rumpled up 
around the waist as he slipped his 
hands under the cold, board-stiff 
body. 

Hell, he never knew a woman to 
be so light. He stood up and opened 
his eyes. He dropped the burden 
he held. There was a brittle sound, 
a crunching sound. The head rolled 
toward the bed, lusterless hair 
loosening. An arm flattened out 
and a leg twisted forward at the 
knee. 

Teton O’Day cried ‘‘Sacred 
Hades!’’ and sagged down on the 
side of the bed. 

“Tf you hadn’t been so drunk 
last night, and had such a shaky 
morning after,’’ the girl said, 
‘‘vou’d have noticed it was ‘Queen 
Saphronia’ you had with you. 
‘Queen Saphronia’ is the pride and 
joy—or was—of Miss Nellie Trask, 
who is sharp-tongued and fifty and 
runs the millinery and clothes shop 
for women. Queen Saphronia was 
her window dummy. ‘Only wax 
dress model this side of Denver,’ 
Nellie Trask used to brag.’’ 

Teton O’Day leaped to his feet. 
His face flushed as he thought of 
the way he miseried and groaned 
around. Anger rose in him. He 
looked down at the dark-haired 
girl who turned her heart-shaped 
face up to him, full lips twitching. 

He ought—bigod, he ought to 
spank her! His reaction, his relief 
from abject misery ran another 
trail then. Blinding sunlight 
seemed to flood his lifting soul. He 
wanted to kiss this girl. Hell—deep 
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within himself, he knew he’d been 
wanting to kiss her all his life. 
Here was the answer: he’d just 
played around with other girls be- 
cause this moment, this girl was in 
his future. 

‘‘Wah-hoo!’’ yowled Teton 
O’Day. He grabbed the girl and 
lifted her in his arms. The quilt 
slipped off as he hugged her gasp- 
ing figure to him and the supple, 
warm pressure of her body under 
the thin gown thrilled him as noth- 
ing else ever had. No swaggering 
before rodeo crowds, no drinking 
and brawling, no woman had lifted 
his self esteem and had made him 
feel so much like taking on the 
world before. 

The girl struggled in his arms, 
then one arm stole around his 
neck. For one delicious, delirious 
moment her lips responded. He 
felt the soft pressure of her breast 
on his; the pound of her heart be- 
neath. 

Then she slapped him and stood 
back. 

“You don’t even know my 
name!’? she shamed him. 

“‘T know what [’l]l change ’er 
to,’? he told her. ‘‘What is it 
now ?’’ 

“Tt might be a lot of things. I 
won’t tell you now. And you won’t 
change it, either. I wouldn’t take 
the name of a man who wouldn’t 
shoulder responsibilities and settle 
down. You ran off to be a wildwest 
tramp. Now that your father is 
dead, you’ll almost have to marry 
Maureen Dell. It will be easier 
under the thumb of a wife.’’ 

‘‘T’m ready to settle down an’ 
all. But [’m damned if I’ll marry 
a sharp-faced heifer growed out of 
the pest that kid useta be.’ 
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‘Perhaps she loved you, and ad- 
mired you, and so, feared for you 
in your wildness even then,’’ the 
girl said, pointing to the living 
room. ‘‘Go in there until I’m 
dressed. ”’ 

‘“Just the same,’’ he called after 
she closed the door, ‘‘1 ain’t goin’ 
to marry her. I’ll put this Kane 
Drago gent in his place, an’ do 
what I can to help the squawlin’ 
heifer, but that’s as far as I go.”’ 


HE MOVED around the room, 
lifted a lace curtain and looked 
out. The little cottage he was in 
was on a slope that led down to the 
main street of Tule. Comfortable 
log buildings lined the street. He 
scowled at the sign of the Hava 
Snort Saloon, and put his attention 
to the new railroad tracks at the 
end of the street. 

Yep. Tule would sure be a better 
town now. That railroad hadn’t 
been here when Teton tailed out 
six or seven years ago. Otherwise, 
save there were new names, lots of 
new faces, the place was about the 
same. The railroad would help the 
hard-pressed cowmen to come back 
out of the red, he figured. 

This cottage hadn’t been here 
when he’d left. He turned his head. 
The low north neck of Quake Lake 
showed there. He knew, of course, 
the huge lake stretched back 
toward the O’Day ranch, at the 
foot of the Fir Ledge Hills. 

A great cow country, and Teton 
knew it. He saw it in a different 
light now. He’d been helling, drift- 
ing and not thinking much about 
real range and people until that 
girl in there brought him up short. 
Now he knew what he’d missed, 

(Continued on page 90) 





“They got my hoss and yourn,” 
he said. “We'll have to fight.” 
It wasn’t Slim’s fault, but 
he had killed his best girl’s 
father. Once he got his 
own father out of the re- 
sultant mess, there was 
nothing for him but to ride 


You Can’t Fight 
a Woman 


By E. HOFFMANN PRICE 


haired girl protested. Her 
voice was tremulous, and 
her eyes were misty in the moon- 
light. ‘‘I’ve got to get home before 
dad gets back from town. He’d 
kill me if he knew—’’ 
4 
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Reluctantly, Slim Crane let 
Madge slip from his arms. For a 
moment, he watched her pat her 
disheveled hair into shape, and 
smooth out the blouse that a close 
embrace had pulled all awry. 
‘‘Shucks, honey,’’ he answered, 
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broad mouth twisting ruefully, 
‘‘what do you low my old man’d 
do if he knew about me, sneaking 
away like this?”’ 

Madge’s sigh, and the way she 
laced her fingers behind her finely 
poised head as she leaned back 
against the rock that sheltered 
them brought pert young curves 
into charming relief as her blouse 
drew taut. 

Slim watched the play of moon- 
hight accentuate her beauty. He 
abstractedly ran his finger tips 
over his thumb, as though still 
trying the texture of a fine fabric. 
He was thinking, ‘‘Gosh . . . she’s 
wearin’ silk . . . an’ she smells 
nicer every time... .’’ 

Madge Daley in gingham. was 
fascinating enough to make him a 
traitor to every cow country tradi- 
tion. As she slowly rose and 
smoothed out her rumpled skirt, 
he caught her hand. ‘‘Honey—I 
don’t think my dad’s going to have 
time to cut your bob-wire fences 
again, not fo’ a spell, no-how.’’ 

A frown puckered her smooth 
brow. They had not until this 
moment mentioned the feud that 
forced them to meet on the sly. 
Then her eyes brightened. ‘‘Oh— 
Slim! You mean, he’s getting rea- 
sonable ?’’ 

Slim Crane loved Madge enough 
to swallow the unintended jab. 
‘‘No, dang it! There’s a passel of 
skunks beefing our critters. Killin’ 
’em and hauling ’em off.”’ 

“‘And that,’’ Madge said, a sly 
bit of malice creeping into her 
voice, ‘‘is even worse than a nester 
putting a fence about his lawful 
property ?’’ 

‘‘Aw, blazes, honey!’’ He tried 


to be grim, but he simply could not, 
so he tried to laugh it off. ‘* You 
and your pappy don’t understand 
nothing. Look-ee here. My dad and 
his’n, afore him, fit the Injuns to 
get this yere country. They 
starved, froze, kilt varmints and 
Mexicans and brought cow critters 
into this corner of what used to be 
forsaken hell. 

‘‘Now a bunch of galoots in 
Washington pass laws, giving nes- 
ters the rights to settle down, put 
fences aroun’ the water holes our 
critters need—’’ 

“But Slim, darling.’’ She sadly 
shook her head. ‘‘ Your cows aren’t 
hungry and they’re not thirsty!’’ 

‘‘Makes no difference!’’ He 
stubbornly shook his tow head. 
“‘Fust drought that comes along, 
the Diamond C critters won’t have 
a thing to drink except whar your 
pappy’s squatted.”’ 

‘‘He’s not a squatter!’’ she 
flared. ‘‘He’s a homesteader!’’ 

“T don’t give a_ tarnation 
damn!’’ He snatched his hat and 
jammed it on his head. ‘‘Between 
homesteaders and this new passel 
of varmints that’s beefing our crit- 
ters and selling ’em in Paso del 
Norte, we’ll git shoved to the 
wall.’’ 

‘*Why—you—you—putting my 
father in the same elass with beef 
thieves!’’ She slapped him, and it 
sounded like a pistol shot. 
“Thieves, are we! You listen here, 
Slim Crane! Your father, the pig 
headed old fossil, he’s a thief! 
Tearing down a mile of barbed 
wire that cost dad every cent he 
made—’’ 

‘“Made outen hogging our water 
hole!”’ 
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But Madge was in the saddle, 

galloping recklessly from the 
grove toward the section that Herb 
Daley, lawfully enough, had 
‘‘proved up.’’ Crane, just as sore, 
mounted his blue roan, and 
growled, ‘‘Gol dang my hide, she’s 
a snake, like all them nesters! 
Thief, huh?’’ 

But as he rode, he had more and 
more difficulty in keeping his rage 
white hot. He could not forget 
those stolen moments when Madge 
looked up, lashes drooping and lips 
half parted for a kiss; he could 
not forget how a runaway team 
had flung her into his arms, that 
day before he knew that she was 
the daughter of the first nester to 
come to Arroyo Rojo. 

For the next few days, he tended 
strictly to business, scouting 
around the vast Diamond C spread, 
ready for a clash with beef thieves. 
The coming of the railroad to Paso 
Del Norte had started a boom; 
hundreds of pilgrims, gamblers, 
dance-hall women, business men 
and railroad contractors had 
poured into town, and all the new- 
comers needed steak—principally, 
it seemed, from the Diamond C 
herd. 

Brand inspectors, supposedly, 
were scrutinizing each hide at the 
slaughterhouses, checking them 
against bills of sale. But the in- 
spectors were either drunk, blind, 
or bribed. And old man Crane was 
madder than a hornet. His line 
riders had made no progress. Thus 
Slim’s father was in the saddle, 
stalking thieves as he once had 
tracked down marauding Coman- 
ches. 

‘“Way I figger it out,’’ the old 
man said, pointing, ‘‘is that they’re 


fixing to turn a trick over yonder. 
Judgin’ from old wagon tracks, 
and the lay of the land, it’s got to 
be.’’ 

“*Why’n’t y’all put our riders 
over there, then?’’ 

Crane spat, shook his grizzled 
head. ‘‘Son,’’ he said, patting the 
stock of ‘‘Jezebel’’, his buffalo 
gun, ‘‘when I tends to varmints, I 
tends to ’em. Jails ain’t wuth a 
damn! Less company, the better. 
Now, you ride over that-away, up 
through that gulch.’’ 

Stealthily, with muffled hoofs 
and curb chain to silence his ad- 
vance, Slim went up the gulch. 
The full moon cast black shadows, 
but in the open, the shooting would 
be good, if it came to that. He 
hoped it wouldn’t. It had been bad 
enough when Madge’s dad had just 
missed stopping a hatful of .45s, 
that day when the first fence had 
been destroyed. 

He rather wondered why Madge 
had continued meeting him. She. 
probably reckoned he’d saved her 
life, or something. Then, because 
he’d indirectly called her old man 
a thief, she’d gone hog wild. Wom- 
en are sure as hell funny critters. 

When Slim heard vague sounds 
some distance ahead, he crept for- 
ward on foot, his Winchester 
ready. If he got the drop on them, 
a killing might be avoided. His 
father would not shoot unarmed 
men, not even thieves. The old 
man liked to startle them into go- 
ing for a gun, which was pretty 
nearly always fatal—for the other 
fellow. 

Shm wondered if his dad’s skill 
was what it had been, thirty years 
ago. A man couldn’t keep that up 
forever. Not even a good one. He 
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was vaguely worried. A premoni- 
tion urged him to hurry, and to 
hell with noise. 

A wagon was just discernible in 
the shadows of a grove, out there 
in the open. The very silence was 
ominous. Slim squatted, straining 
his eyes to outwit the treacherous 
blend of shadow and blue-white 
glare. A twig crackled. Someone 
whispered, ‘‘There’s the old son 
of a—! Yonder—”’ 

The thunderous boom of a buffa- 
lo gun cut into that. A horse 
sereamed, wood splintered, and 
wagon tires rattled over the rocky 
outcropping as the team bolted. 


HEN Shim went wild. It would 

take the old man just a split 
second to shove another cartridge 
into ‘‘Jezebel’’, but three rifles 
were crackling, and Crane, enraged 
by his bad shot, was roaring more 
loudly than his .60 caliber gun. 

Slhm raked the flame stabbed 
shadows with his Winchester. A 
man yelled. The kid’s gun jammed. 
He drew his Colt and charged, 
cursing as he fired. 

The silence in his father’s quar- 
ter froze him. They’d killed him! 
A man broke from the shadows. 
He doubled up, cut down by a pair 
of slugs. Then Jezebel’s blast 
drowned every other sound. 

The old man bobbed up from 
cover, a .45 in each hand. But two 
men escaped his wrath. They 
reached their saddle mounts, and 
galloped hell bent. When father 
and son met at the overturned 
wagon, they found only one raider, 
his own blood mingled with that of 
three butchered beeves. 

‘*Had ye worried, heh?’’ old man 
Crane chuckled. 
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‘*Gosh, pap, you sure did!’’ Slim 
was shaking all over. 

Then he felt sick. His mouth 
sagged, and the gun fell from his 
hands. His father, striking a 
mateh, was kneeling beside the 
dead man, and sombrely shaking 
his head. ‘‘By God,’’ he mourned, 
“‘T shore am gittin’ old. Wan’t old 
Jezebel that got this jasper, after 
all. Yes, sir, I’m shore gittin’ old, 
when all I kin hit is a pore, helpless 
hoss.’’ He looked up, sharply. 
‘“*Whut in tunket? Ain’t you never 
seen blood afore?’’ 

‘““Ug—uh—’’ Slim choked, 
gulped. His face was gray green 
in the moon glow. ‘‘That’s—um— 
that’s the—nester. Herb Daley—”’ 

“*Mighty nice, son.’’ The old man 
rubbed his hands together. ‘‘Smok- 
ing out a double action varmint. 
Though it’s too bad, him having a 
daughter.’” 

He scrutinized the wagon and 
the horses. He was saying, 
“Brands blotted out, so’s they 
kain’t be traced. ’Tain’t Daley’s 
rig.” 

Slim went to get his horse. When 
he returned, he said, ‘‘T been think- 
ing mebbe I could go to Paso del 
Norte and find out who’s behind 
this crooked stuff. It’s a cinch 
Daley ain’t the head man, and we 
didn’t ketch no one to question.”’ 

‘“By gravey!’’? This after a mo- 
ment of pondering. ‘‘That’s right. 
Arter daylight, when I kin study 
the sign, 1’ll tell you what size 
jasper to look fer, and what kind 
of hosses they was riding.’’ 

That would be an open book to 
an old scout. Slim nodded, then 
said, ‘‘ Pappy, why’n’t you tell the 
sheriff and the coroner you done 
this yourself? Thattaway, won’t 
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nobody suspect me, if anyone hears 
I’m going to Paso del Norte. Be- 
ing as these yere are your critters, 
on your spread, ain’t no one going 
to as much as axe you a cross ques- 
tion.’’ 

Old man Crane straightened up. 
He appreciated modesty in a young 
squirt. ‘‘They allus lowed you was 
a easy going jasper and none too 
dang smart, nohow.’’ He slapped 
his thigh, chuckled. ‘‘T allus looked 
dumb too, when I was your age. 
Which fooled a lot of folks. You 
go right now, and I’ll write you 
to Paso del Norte, telling you what 
all I larned.’’ 

That helped. ‘‘Good God,’’ the 
kid told himself, later that night, 
‘‘T’d ruther be shot than face 
Madge. And onct I help pappy 
outen this mess, I ain’t never com- 
ing back.”’ 

Then his face hardened, and 
looked older, years older, than it 
had an hour ago. Even if Madge 
never learned he had fired the fatal 
shot, she’d still hate him for his 
father’s sake.... 


LL the hard cases in the south- 
west had come to Paso del 
Norte. Long haired trappers in 
buckskin, frock coated gamblers, 
waddies in faded levis, all busy 
with their own pursuits; and none, 
as far as Slim Crane could tell, 
with an eye for him. 

As the sun dipped lower, Slim 
saw the women who had flocked to 
town. They leaned from windows, 
beckoning and smiling; they 
lounged in doorways, clad only in 
kimonos whose thin fabric and 
loosely gathered folds seconded the 
wearer’s brazen invitation. 

Somewhere in hell roaring Paso 


del Norte, Crane expected to get a 
direct lead to the beef thieves. His 
father had mailed him descriptions 
of the-fugitives who had survived 
the melee at the Diamond C. Hoof- 
prints, bits of hair rubbed off on 
trees, human hair in the sweatband 
of a hat lost in flight; boot prints, 
and the length of strides, all these 
built up the picture. A short, heavy 
man whose feet were cramped by 
new, tight boots, had ridden a 
grullo; a long legged, red haired 
man with a slight limp had escaped 
on a strawberry roan with one 
defective shoe. 

From one saloon to the next, 
Slim hunted the pair. Appealing 
to the law was useless. The beef 
contractors, the railroad builders, 
the slaughter house operators were 
hand in hand. Unless he found 
overwhelming evidence, he had not 
a chance. 

The only way was to catch the 
thieves with Diamond C hides in 
their possession. That would justi- 
fy cutting them down in their 
tracks; a frontier jury would ac- 
quit him. 

‘*And to hell with the jedge and 
his whereas-nevertheless-buts!”’ 


Slim told himself, as back prudent- 


ly planted against the wall in the 
corner, his biting glance covered 
the smoke filled barroom. 

One thing Slim had not over- 
looked; though leaving Arroyo Ro- 
jo by night, he could not hope to 
have reached Paso del Norte un- 
heralded. Two fugitives had rid- 
den ahead of him. Thus, his back 
was to a wall. 

Slim watched the dancers whirl- 
ing about the rough hewn floor, and 
the girls who hustled drinks to the 
tables along the further wall. They 


YOU CAN’T FIGHT A WOMAN 


were trim wenches, fresh and 
shapely; too subtle to wear short 
skirts. Slim had seen that type in 
the saloons of Arroyo Rojo, and 
they seemed downright indecent. 
But these girls stirred his blood. 

Before Slim realized it, he drew 
a slow, deep breath. The glass in 
his fingers spilled little drops of 
whiskey. He shook his head, as if 
to clear it of dizziness. When a 
blonde girl with hair that was 
more silver than yellow came 
lithely toward him, he could not 
avoid her glance. Nor did he want 
to, when he smelled her perfume 
and heard her voice. 

She seemed almost shy, like 
Madge, the first time they met by 
moonlight, and she nervously fin- 
gered a concha on his vest., 

‘‘T wonder if you’d not take a 
table, over there.’’ She gestured. 
‘‘We could drink together.’’ She 
looked up, and hesitancy blossomed 
into a smile. ‘‘ Wouldn’t it be fun, 
pretending we’re old friends? I’m 
... well... a newcomer, and it’s 
awfully hard, playing up to these 
tough customers. I never realized 
it would be like this.’’ 

A tall man with a drooping black 
mustache stood in the corner, arms 
folded. He nodded as he watched 
her accost Sim. This was the pro- 
prietor. The girl flashed him a 
glance as Slim followed her. 

Then he saw a red haired man, 
long legged and limping a little. 
Slim remembered his father’s de- 
scription. He wondered if the cow- 
puncher had a strawberry roan 
outside. 

“Listen, Sally,’’ he whispered, 
as they approached the table in the 
corner, ‘‘I’m waiting for a fellow, 
and I can’t see much, from here.’’ 
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A waiter was bringing the 
drinks Sally had ordered before 
leaving the bar. One glass, Slim 
realized, would be cold tea, but he 
didn’t care. 

The tall redhead’s face went 
sour, then black when his glance 
shifted toward Sally. The blonde 
shrank, caught Slim’s arm. Her 
hip would have brushed him, but 
for the holster tied to his thigh. 

The redhead moved swiftly, de- 
spite his game leg. He spat and 
wrathfully said, ‘‘Well, you tow 
haired tramp, I guess he’s hand- 
some, huh?’’ 


ee did not want to quarrel and 

make himself conspicuous; his 
job was to follow the lame man. 
‘Now, look-ee here, pardner.’’ He 
raised his left hand in a placating 
gesture; Sally still clung to his 
right arm. ‘‘That ain’t no way to 
talk to a lady.’’ 

‘‘Please do go away, Randy,’’ 
Sally implored. 

Between them, they only man- 
aged to get him hostile. 

‘Why, you long legged son of 
Qe 

The music had stopped, and 
Randy’s voice filled the entire 
place. Sally eried out, and Slim 
thrust her away from him. That 
move was enough to start Randy 


_ for his gun. 


He was quick, but he delayed a 
little, to give Slim a chance to get 
shed of Sally. This was from over- 
confidence, and the desire to make 
it clear that he had not drawn first. 
His face made that all very plain; 
Slim knew that this man had 
moved in for a kill. 


So did everyone else. Men were 
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scrambling, and girls were diving 
for cover. 

Randy’s eyes suddenly bugged 
out, and his jaw sagged. That was 
when Slim snapped, ‘‘ Drop it, you 
polecat!’’ 

The gun in his left hand enforced 
that. Randy, too intent on timing 


the kid’s right hand reach for the’ 


holster at his right hip, had missed 
the Colt which Crane had flashed 
from the waist band of his pants. 

Randy’s smoke pole chunked to 
the sawdust. Men and women be- 
gan breathing again, murmuring; 
it seemed almost funny, that sur- 
prised gunner’s gaping mouth and 
popping eyes. 

But what followed capped a good 
start. As he holstered his Colt, 
Slim closed in with his free fist. 
Randy was cold on his feet, and he 
had no time to lower his hands to 
defend himself. He crumpled, 
cracked his head on a cuspidor, and 
lay there, not even kicking. 

The spectators shook their 
heads. A bouncer said, ‘‘Shucks, 
Randy won’t know his own name 
fer a couple days.’’ This was as 
they hauled him to the rear, his 
scalp deeply gashed. 

Slim said to Sally, ‘‘M’am, I’m 
pow’ful sorry, but I can’t tarry 
and drink with you.”’ 

He went to the street. A straw- 
berry roan was hitched at the rack. 
By the saloon lights, he could plain- 
ly see the hoof prints: half the near 
front shoe was missing. 

“That gent was fixing to kill 
me,’’ Slim reasoned, and with cer- 
tainty. ‘‘But ain’t nobody around 
here that’s got ground for thinking 
I know it.”’ 

Randy’s studied attempt to make 
Slim draw first indicated that the 


law was biting into this tough 
town’s hide. Self defense had to 
be pretty clearly proved. So, as 
he headed for his hotel, he chuckled 
and said to himself, ‘‘ Nothing to 
do now but see I don’t get myself 
shot in the back. And whilst Mistah 
Randy is trying to recollect what 
his right name is, there’s a chanct 
of finding his pardner.’’ 


ONCE in his room, he thrust his 

gun under his pillow, and be- 
gan unbuckling his spurs. He was 
thinking, ‘‘Mebbe if I fixed myself 
up like a Mexican, I’d have a better 
chanct of sneaking up on Randy’s 
pardner.’’ 

Winning a few gun fights would 
not expose the chief of the cattle 
thieves; that would only block the 
trail. He sat there, thinking it 
over; he recollected that Sally 
knew Randy by name... . 

A furtive tapping at the door 
brought him to his feet before he 
removed his boots. A feminine 
voice whispered, ‘‘It’s me. Sally.’’ 

He let her in, and replaced his 
gun when he saw she was alone. 

**Oh, I’m in a terrible predica- 
ment,’’ she breathlessly began, a 
hand on his arm. 

Sally still wore her blue satin 
gown. Lamplight reached down in- 
to her low cut bodice to model the 
loveliest curves. A backward move 
as his boot closed the door behind 
her. She let go his arm when he 
offered her the only chair in the 
room. When he seated himself on 
the bed, Sally resumed, ‘‘I’ve been 
robbed—I mean, someone went 
through my room—over at the 
Buckhead Saloon—I’d just saved 
up enough to pay my fare home—”’ 

‘*M’am, I sure would admire to 
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help you.’’? Slim was touched by 
her distress. ‘‘But I’m dang nigh 
busted. If ten bucks’d help—”’ 

‘*Oh, but it’s worse than that!’’ 
She buried her face in her hands, 
and her white shoulders for a mo- 
ment were shaken by sobs. As 
Slim seated himself on the arm of 
the chair and stroked her head, 
Sally went on, ‘‘I married a man— 
who advertised—he was a wealthy 
rancher—’’ 

‘*What? A gal like you, looking 
for matrumonyal advertising jas- 
pers? That jest ain’t reasonable.’’ 

‘“But I lived in Cross Plains. 
Everyone that amounted to any- 
thing left town, except those that 
got killed in feuds.’’ 

He began to catch the point: a 
lovely girl, one of the many extra 
women in a town depopulated by 
adventure and the interminable 
quarrels of the post oak country, 
had snapped at the first prospect. 

‘‘Uh—what’s wrong with your 
—um ... mail order husband?’’ 

‘*He’s a drunken bum. He’s one- 
eyed, and positively filthy! Most 
of the time, he’s in jail. I told him 
I’d pay his fine and give him a hun- 
dred dollars in cash if he’d promise 
to leave town and never look at me 
again !’’ 

Slim, touched to the heart, tried 
to offer a consoling arm. The chair 
nearly upset, and in the scramble, 
Sally ended on his knee. She clung 
to him, curled up in his arms like 
a kitten. ‘‘Gol dang it, m’am,’’ he 
gasped, ‘‘in another second, I’ll be 
busting right out crying myself. 
But where in tunket I can get the 
money—onless mebbe I win myself 
a reward—’’ He was thinking fast. 
“For nailing rustlers or road 
agents or something.’’ 
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**Oh, you’re wonderful!’’ Her 
generous kiss made him realize he 
had really discovered something. 
**Shm, if you can just keep an eye 
on things and protect me until I 
can save up some more money—”’ 

Sally was built to arouse protec- 
tive instincts, and her voice en- 
couraged such emotions. That suf- 
ficed to start a reckless exchange 
of kisses; and the fact that her 
father’s thievery and violent death 
had erected an impassable barrier 
between Madge and Slim clinched 
things. ... He turned the lamp low. 

But Slim was surprised when 
the door slammed open, and Sally 
screamed, clawed herself out of his 
arms. ‘‘Oh, my God! That’s him!’’ 


Qs of the men revealed by the 

hall light was the proprietor 
of the Buckhead Saloon. Slim 
searcely more than noted his black 
mustache and twisted mouth and 
craggy jaw. It was the drunk at 
the threshold who held his atten- 
tion. 

So this was Sally’s husband, 
strangely released from jail? A 
chinless, one-eyed beanpole whose 
weak mouth twitehed and_ slob- 
bered tobacco juice as he screeched, 
‘You dirty—, Sally, you lousy 
stinking—!’’ 

Sally eried, ‘‘Look out, he’ll 
shoot,’’ and flung herself clear 
across the room, legs for a moment 
twinkling as she vanished in a 
flurry of silken slip and streaming 
blonde hair. 

But Slim hardly heard that. A 
fellow hears nothing when a .45 is 
weaving into line with his gizzard. 
The drunk lurched a pace. Slim 
had no time to debate. His hand 
came from beneath the pillow. The 
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drunk was slow and fumbling. 
Sally’s boss made a move toward 
his hip. 

Slim cut loose, and the room 
shuddered from the rolling blasts 
of his Colt. The drunk’s hammer 
thumb slipped, and he dropped 
with a cold gun. Men were tramp- 
ing and shouting down the hall. 
They had been attracted by the two 
who had barged through the lobby, 
hunting trouble. 

Sally’s boss did not shoot or 
even draw. But a deputy marshal 
was advancing behind drawn guns. 
Slim knew that that hard bitten 
specimen would never back down; 
they’d kill each other. 

‘‘Hist ’em, bub!’’ His icy eyes 
covered everything; the dead man, 
the disheveled girl who came from 
cover, crying out that it was not 
Slim’s fault. ‘‘Mebbe ’twarn’t his 
fault, defending hisself,’’ the law 
allowed. ‘‘But smoking out a gent 
that’s pertecting the sanctity of his 
home is downright murder, m’am, 
and yo’re a disgrace to yore sex, 
yuh shameless hussy. Mr. Kenyon 
bails the pore feller outen jail, and 
look whut you was doing!’’ 

Sally’s boss was smiling con- 
tentedly, and stroking his mus- 
tache. That told Slim a lot. The 
blonde had not deliberately be- 
trayed him; she had been no more 
than a cog in the machine. And the 
marshal was bona fide; also he was 
stubborn in his notions on a hus- 
band’s rights. 

It looked like a hanging. At the 
very best, more years in the juz- 
gado than any man could endure. 
Sally was paper white, wide eyed; 
she made inarticulate sounds as 
she swayed, uncertain on her feet. 
Slim wondered when she would 
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collapse, or burst out with insane 
laughter. 

The marshal was coming for- 
ward, one gun now holstered, so 
that he could search his prisoner. 
There was no help for this. Slim 
saw a man approach Sally’s boss, 
Burt Kenyon. 

Kenyon started, cursed, whirled 
from the scene. That brief distrac- 
tion left Slim wondering what had 
happened. A gun blast shook him. 
Flame from the marshal’s Colt set 
his shirt afire. Glass had spattered. 
Kerosene fumes thickened the air. 
The lawman was buckling at the 
knees. 

Slim could not put these details 
into their natural sequence. Things 
had happened too quickly, and he 
was already in motion. Sally was 
slamming the door, bolting it, 
screaming, ‘‘Run, darling! Before 
he gets on his feet!”’ 

She had snatched the lamp from 
its bracket and smashed it across 
the marshal’s head. Slim picked up 
his gun and bolted for the window. 
Men were yelling in the hall. Sally 
cried, ‘‘They can’t hang me for 
this! Run, you fool!’’ 

The door was splintering. The 
bolt was yielding. 


GUM landed in the alley. They 
could not do much or anything 
to a woman who had become hys- 
terical. Sally’s laughter was clear 
above the uproar in his room. And 
before the alarm could spread, he 
was forking his unsaddled horse. 
He was well out of Paso del 
Norte before a posse combed the 
town. But Slim Crane’s mission 
was blown all to hell. Whether a 
warrant would follow him was an- 
other question. He’d better talk it 
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over with his father. That urge 
drove him toward Arroyo Rojo, 
the town he had resolved to quit. 
And quit it he would; he’d get a 
fresh horse, some money, and his 
dad’s blessing, then head for New 
Mexico before Madge could ever 
curse him for being in on her 
father’s death. 

As he rode, he wondered what 
news had startled Burt Kenyon. 

Then, hearing hoof beats far be- 
hind him, he had no further time 
for thought. How in tunket could a 
posse have picked the trail so sure- 
ly and quickly? With his start, 
that was all wrong. 

Someone might have guessed his 
next move. Certainly, his identity 
must have been blazoned all over 
Paso del Norte. 

Slim, however, outwitted his 
pursuers. His horse, unburdened 
by a saddle, carried less weight. 
So he gained for a while, then 
doubled back; from cover, he 
watched them swoop past him. 

‘Dang funny, only four of 
’em!’’ He shook his head, frowned. 
‘‘And that damn’ sure of where 
I’m going, they ain’t bothering to 
track me!”’ 

He mulled that over. He could 
not get the full significance. How- 
ever, his best guess led him toward 
home, though along a short cut. It 
was a toss up whether he’d get 
there before or after the posse. 
Still, that really made little differ- 
ence, so that they did not meet. 

‘Just as long as I can put a bug 
in pappy’s ear. If Kenyon ain’t in 
the beef business, I’m a polecat’s 
uncle!”’ 

When he reached the Diamond C 
spread, after swinging wide of Ar- 
royo Rojo, it lacked less than an 
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hour of dawn. The cook was not 
stirring about, nor was anyone 
snoring in the bunkhouse. Slim 
guessed that the riders, including 
his father, were out patrolling the 
range. That made it bad. He did 
not know whether to go out to find 
them, or stay and wait. 

A horse whinnied. Even in the 
gloom, Slim could plainly enough 
discern the silvery mane and tail of 
a palomino at the hitching post; 
and the Diamond C had no animal 
of that coloring in its entire string. 
Then he noted the glow of light 
from a side window. Something 
was dead wrong. Whoever the 
stranger might be, there should 
have been some sound of conversa- 
tion, and dominated by his father’s 
voice. 

But Slim’s unwary approach had 
given warning. As a window rat- 
tled up, he flung himself from his 
mount and landed behind the 
grindstone. A woman cried, ‘‘Stay 
right where you are, or I’ll shoot !”’ 

Madge Daley was at the siil, 
ready to slide to the ground and 
get to her palomino; though only 
Slim would have recognized her in 
the shadows that blotted out all but 
the white blurr of face and throat. 
It seemed that the desire to escape 
without recognition had spurred 
her to that desperate outburst; her 
voice was tense and tremulous. 

She was the last person on earth 
he wanted to see. He wondered 
whether, vengeance bent, she had 
come to assassinate his father. Fi- 
nally, he contrived to croak, 
‘“‘Madge—what the blazes—what 
you doing here?’’ 

““Slim!’’ She choked, and there 
was a metallic gleam as she low- 

(Continued on page 100) 
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Dig Up the Dead 


(Continued from page 17) 


Beza avowed. ‘‘But thees idea you 
tell me, she make me geet cold. 
Anyhow, cold ees better than hot 
like in hell. We go now?’’ 


PPHEY went then, and Beza holed 

up outside of town while Har- 
mony rode on in. Ike Tolt watched 
him as he dismounted and lounged 
under a wooden awning. Tolt for- 
got him, then, figuring he’d told 
the truth about wanting to cool off 
on the trail. 

Harmony strolled down to the 
saddle shop, went through the 
front room and into the rear. The 
saddler had a pine box resting on a 
couple of saw horses, and was set- 
ting out chairs. 

“You can see Oakes’ carcass at 
the inquest when it’s eooler,’’ the 
saddler growled. ‘‘Don’t lift that 
lid and let any more heat in on 
him now.’’ 

Harmony shrugged and walked 
out. He spent a hot hour hanging 
around. The saddler came out, 
slammed his door and headed 
across the street toward the Two- 
Bit Saloon. Harmony loitered, 
moved to the corner of the build- 
ing and made haste toward the 
rear. He called softly. There was 
movement in a run of greasewood 
nearby, and Juan Beza joined him. 
They crawled in a rear window... 

When the day’s heat was lessen- 
ing, Adobe’s population jammed 
around the walls of the room in the 
rear of the saddle shop. Louene 
Carter came in, refused a chair 
and stood beside the door. She 


sought Harmony’s eyes, and won- 
dered why he shook his head and 
smiled. 

Hernandez brought in the pris- 
oner. Alamo Carter snorted and 
glared and, because Harmony did- 
n’t look like a real lowdown hair- 


- pin, eussed Harmony out for the 


sake of stubbornness. 

Hernandez motioned for Stogie 
Barr to close the door. He did, and 
leaned against it, arms dangling 
at his sides. Hernandez placed a 
chair facing the men who formed 
the jury he had gathered—men 
who figured Carter guilty and 
would say so and get back to their 
drinks. It would be off the sher- 
iff’s shoulders, then. Maybe Aus- 
tin would send a Ranger to help 
him after the inquest verdict? 


Hernandez seemed at a loss. He 
nodded at Harmony, who took the 
chair. Yes, it was true, he said, 
Carter had threatened Oakes; yes, 
he could identify the watch and 
gun and ring. 

He moved back against the wall. 
Ike Tolt took the chair. Hated to 
testify against his boss—or ex- 
boss, now—he declared. 

‘‘Hey, wait!’’ cried Ben Har- 
mony. ‘‘Sheriff, this ain’t right. 
I’m supposed to have a look at the 
corpse. I knew Oakes to see him. 
But howinell I know that’s him 
in that box?”’ 

““Si. Iam forget,’’ said Hernan- 
dez. He stepped toward the coffin. 
As he raised the lid, Harmony let 
his hand rest on his gun. The lid 
clattered to the floor, 
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*‘Dios!’’ shrieked Hernandez. 
‘‘This is not Tom Oakes!’’ 

Somebody yelled and_ kicked 
back a chair. A drunk gurgled and 
stiffened out on the floor. Slowly, 
hideously, the body in the coffin— 
sat up! A bloody bandage around 
his head, Juan Beza grasped the 
edge of the pine box. He stared 
toward Ike Tolt. Tolt, who froze 
in his chair, breath wheezing in 
his throat. Tolt, who was seeing a 
dead man come to life; a dead 
man he’d buried, and who showed 
in another dead man’s place. 

Evening’s encroaching gloom 
shrouded the room. A terrible si- 
lence was broken by Ike Tolt’s 
shriek. 

““No!”? he raged. ‘‘T kilt you, 
buried you! But I never kilt Tom 
Oakes. I just took the stuff and 
hid it, after Barr shot Oakes and 
robbed him. I—”’’ 

Hernandez came out of his 
trance too late. A gun roared, the 
bullet made a chunky sound, and 
Ike Tolt went backward in the 
chair, shrieking as he died. 

Harmony was staggered as he 
drew his gun. Yelling, milling men 
dove for cover. He fought clear of 
them, swung around. 

Stogie Barr grabbed at Louene 
Carter, caught her blouse, ripped 
it half off her as she lunged away 
from him. Barr pawed, grabbed 
her again, fingers in the tatters of 
the blouse. He kicked at the door 
as he swung her around as a shield. 

Harmony knocked a man out of 
the way and came in. Barr twisted, 
trying to keep Harmony on his 
right side. Barr fired a shot from 
the stingy-gun that had killed Ike 
Tolt. A man back of Harmony 
cried and fell. Harmony, still com- 


ing in at an angle, felt another shot 
fan by him, and then the hammer 
of his gun fell. The muzzle was 
pressed against Stogie Barr’s 
body and the shot was muffled in 
his clothes... . 


NE arm around Louene Car- 

ter’s almost nude shoulders, 
Harmony looked down at Stogie 
Barr’s body huddled on the floor. 
‘“Reckon we won’t have to prove 
the border-hoppin’, his wet cattle 
spreadin’ disease, his frameup to 
get Carter out of the way, nor why 
he kilt Oakes—not now.’’ 

He opened the door behind him. 
“Sheriff, you’ll find Oakes’ body 
under that trash over in the far 
corner. Best let that cantankerous 
Carter loose so he can take his girl 
home. An’ let Beza explain some 
things to you.’’ 

“*T don’t want loose until this’s 
explained,’’ Carter yapped. ‘‘I 
won’t take Louene home. Yo’ take 
’er yo’se’f, bigod!’’ 

Harmony helped Louene into 
the saddle and mounted his own 
horse. As they turned toward the 
Carter spread, he chuckled, ‘‘I 
knew the ol’ cuss would want just 
opposite what I said.’’ 

Louene nodded. She reined over 
until their knees touched. Shud- 
dering, she said, ‘‘Yes. But the 
chance you took when you came 
at Barr!’’ 

‘‘Not too much danger. A gam- 
blin’ chance. He toted a left-hand 
gun, but used his right hand. [ 
figgered him for a stingy-gun, an’ 
kept around where he was in 
cramped shootin’ position.’’ 

“*You think of everything, don’t 
you?’’ she snapped. 

‘‘Hiven that I promised to come 
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back an’ take up where we left 
off,’ he agreed. ‘‘’Course, there 
ain’t no sunshine, but—”’ 

**T tried to hate you for that,’’ 
she murmured, shivering. 

Strong arms lifted her from the 
saddle, cradled her against a chest 
not thick enough to conceal a ham- 
mering heart. He put his lips to 
her bare shoulder, raised them to 
her lips. She sobbed, flung her 
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arms around his neck, crushed her 
warm, sweet body against him, and 
gave back that kiss. 

Harmony trembled, let the reins 
drop and the horse stop. 

He didn’t care. Her kiss, her 
nearness was enough to make a 
dead man—and not a fake one like 
Beza—dig out of his grave. And 
Ben Harmony wasn’t a dead one 
by a hell of a lot. 


Owlhoots of Ghost Creek 


(Continued from page 29) 


that held Sudden silent most of the 
way. 

All at once it was blazing noon, 
then the soap root and agave be- 
came larger, and a few cedars gave 
green relief among the fantastical- 
ly colored rocks. 

The girl said, ‘Who is the wom- 
an coming to Crook Elbow to buy 
this Rancho Estaban? How do you 
know she is such a fool?”’ 

Sudden grinned and a corner of 
his mouth drew down. 

“Any gal out’n the East with 
enough dinero to buy a double sec- 
tion 0’ cow spread has t’ be a damn’ 
fool t’ be looped in on such a deal. 
I reckon she’s so short on hoss 
sense she’s mebbe figurin’ on mak- 
in’ good range land a dang’ dude 
spread. Her name’s Della Court- 
ney.”’ 

‘*‘T guess I ain’t so long on hoss 
sense myself,’’ smiled Jane Dor- 
an, ‘‘lettin’ you meet up with this 
gal from the East. But I’ll be say- 
in’ the powder biscuits, anyway.”’ 


Their trail wound into higher 
rocks. Gnarled oak and walnuts 
topped both sides of the gap. The 
trail abruptly widened and water 
was trickling into a basin spring. 
Grama grass made a green, invit- 
ing spot in the coolness of alligator 
juniper trees that shaded the basin. 


THE girl flattened on her stom- 

ach alongside Sudden as they 
drew cooling water through 
parched lips. Sudden was watching 
her alluring face in the mirror of 
the spring, and he saw her wide 
eyes turn toward him. He was look- 
ing at her rounded throat and the 
enticing curves in the loosened col- 
lar of the wool shirt. 

‘‘Tt’s my bounden duty to head 
off this Della Courtney an’ save 
her dinero, mebbe her life,’’ said 
Sudden. ‘‘But I wisht the gal was 
in tophet or back in the East, 
which is all the same thing. I’ll be 
ridin’ back to Boot canyon muy 
pronto, Jane Doran.”? 
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** An’ you’d better be ridin’ back, 
Sudden Cassidy, if you don’t want 
me to be pickin’ up your trail with 
dad’s old shotgun,’’ she said with 
an impish smile. 

There was nothing any hombre 
could have done then but stretch 
out a lanky arm and pull her close 
to him. The spring water was cold 
and her lips were cool and dewy, 
at first. Then a quiver ran along 
her body, and without warning her 
lips were eager and demanding, 
and his own kiss became savage. 

For a long minute or two, Sud- 
den forgot all about the girl from 
the East, and that it was his duty 
to be riding. And when he had re- 
leased her, and they were standing 
beside the ponies, she said, ‘‘I’ll 
be waitin’ with dad in his claim 
cabin two miles up Boot canyon, 
darling. Sudden, don’t let anything 
happen to you. I wouldn’t let you 
go, but you’ve said enough for me 
to know it is the only way to free 
your conscience. ’’ 

Sudden watched her ride away, 
until she was around the first bend 
in the canyon. His gelding was re- 
freshed and he would ride until 
night and make camp near the trail, 
over which the stage ran from Gila 
to Crook Elbow. And so dazed and 
completely taken by what was be- 
tween him and this girl he had 
known only a few hours, Sudden 
did not think until quite a while 
later that it was strange he had not 
come upon Jane Doran and her 
dad before this time. 


fe days later, Sudden Cassidy 

passed but a single hour’s time 
in the sprawling desert town of 
Crook Elbow. Long enough to 
learn that Della Courtney had come 
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and gone on the stage to Gila, and 
that he had ridden in too late to 
warn her of the treacherous Rust 
Kinnard and the water baited 
Rancho Estaban. 

Sudden exchanged his desert- 
worn gelding for a fresh horse. 
When he rode out again, his lean 
jaws were hard set and his gray 
eyes held a new grimness. His can- 
vas bag of water draped from one 
side of his saddle horn. Another 
canvas sack jostled his knee on the 
other side. 

Sudden rode light and easy, with 
due respect for the second canvas 
sack. He was too late to save Della 
Courtney by warning her, so he 
had come to the other way. 

“‘T’ll be makin’ Ghost Creek 
fore late moonrise t’morrow 
night,’’ he mused aloud. ‘An’ I’ll 
blow one end 0’ that creek dam gate 
to hell an’ gone. That’ll bust down 
the rocks so’s there won’t be no 
more turnin’ the water astray in 
that side canyon.”’ 

Then he mused silently, ‘* An’ the 
next mornin’ I’ll be eatin’ a mess 
o’ powder biscuits in Boot canyon, 
if I have luck.’’ 

The blazing inferno of the desert 
trail seemed hot enough to melt 
the two dozen sticks of dynamite 
riding precariously against the 
shoulder of the strawberry roan 
he had bought at Crook Elbow. 
Sudden relieved his ire over hav- 
ing to ride soft and easy with an 
occasional oath. 

But he reached the lower 
meadow of the Rancho Estaban 
within the time he had estimated. 
The down wind from the canyon 
brought the smell of greening 
grama grass and the freshening of 
newly watered earth. Four days 
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had been sufficient for the desert 
sun to do its work with the miracle 
of water on the fertile soil. 

“*So the Courtney gal’s here, 
said Sudden through clenched 
teeth. ‘‘An’ she wouldn’t be know- 
in’ about the dead cows they’ve 
dragged off, or the graves 0’ Mary 
an’ Joe Harden. Well, this time 
Ghost Creek’ll lose its rightful 
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claim t’ the name. An’ then I’m 


ridin’ into Gila. It’ll be Rust Kin- 
nard or me, an’ I ain’t goin’ to 
Jane Doran no other way.”’ 

The moon had not yet softened 
the star brightness of the desert 
sky in the East. But the starlight 
outlined the hacienda, the circu- 
lar ocotillo fence and the pole cor- 
ral inside it. It was the sudden 
nickering of a horse that caused 
Sudden to pull up his roan. He 
rein-checked his own cayuse’s 
whinnying reply to the horse near 
the corral. 

Then Sudden was studying the 
shadowed bulk of the rambling 
white ranch house. His gaze went 
instinctively to the wide window 
through which he had seen Joe 
Harden wound Rust Kinnard to 
save Mary from his beastly inten- 
tion. There was no light there 
now, and no light anywhere in the 
house. 

Sudden was wondering if this 
newcomer, Della Courtney, would 
have taken the bedroom that Mary 
Harden had furnished with her 
own woman things? And Sudden 
became rigid, every nerve going 
tense, for the low mutter of voices 
floated out. One was that of a man 
and the other was that of a woman. 


T STRUCK Sudden that what 
had happened behind that win- 
dow only a few nights before could 
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hardly be repeated, at least not so 
soon. But he slipped from the 
roan, ground looping the reins. Be- 
fore he started toward the gate in 
the ocotillo fence, he carefully re- 
moved the sack of dynamite, 
against the possibility of his horse 
being seared. Walking with a slow 
crouch, he reached the ocotillo gate, 
and he laid the sack under the wov- 
en thorns at one end. 

Again horses were tied to the 
corral poles, all saddled. There 
were half a dozen this time, and 
Sudden didn’t have to guess twice 
to realize that Rust Kinnard once 
more was a visitor. But Sudden 
was in a puzzled state. 

Without light in the bedroom, 
the hombre in there was talking 
and a girl was replying. Sudden 
could not catch the words. He was 
thinking .he had been a _ locoed 
damn’ fool! Riding all the way to 
Crook Elbow to warn Della Court- 
ney! 

“Damn ’er!’’ he gritted. ‘An’ 
she’s turned out to be that kind 
of a woman critter! Rust Kin- 
nard’s own stripe, bigod! An’ me 
fixin’ t’ blow the hell out’n that 
Ghost Creek gate! Well, that’s out 
now, but there’s another score’s 
got t’ be settled, an’ woman or 
no, yuh’ll be heatin’ yore irons, 
Kinnard.”’ 

Sudden could see the rancho 
bunkhouse, outside the ocotillo 
fence and across a shallow draw. 
There was no light there either, 
but some sleeper turned and an old 
woven rope bunk creaked. Sudden 
judged that Kinnard’s outlaws 
probably had drunk themselves 
stupid and rolled in as they were, 
without troubling to unsaddle their 
horses, 
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Sudden eased both six-guns in 
their leathers and made sure sand 
of the desert ride had not checked 
the smoothness that would make 
for a fast draw. He saw that his 
roan was quietly cropping tender 
new grass where he had left him. 

Sudden refrained from stepping 
on the wide porch, fearing a board 
would creak. So he was the breadth 
of the porch from the bedroom 
window when he came opposite it. 
For the first time, the low words 
of Kinnard and the girl came to 
him. 

Then it was that Sudden’s bitter 
anger was replaced by an astound- 
ing revelation. For he heard the 
girl’s voice, tense and low, al- 
though it was muffled inside the 
room. 

“*You’ll drop that match, Kin- 
nard,’’ she was saying. ‘‘You’ll 
wait to light your quirly until he 
gets back. As long as your filthy 
owlhoots believe you’re having no 
trouble with me, as you thought 
you would, there’ll be no trouble. 
But maybe you’ve got a hombre 
watching, and if he sees you sittin’ 
against that window like that, he’ll 
know it isn’t natural for you.”’ 

‘‘Damn yuh!’’ grated Rust Kin- 
nard’s voice. ‘‘Yuh ain’t got no 
more guts to shoot than any other 
woman! Gov’ment or no gov’ment 
rights, yuh’ll be findin’ that yore 
smart eastern trick o’ filin’ on 
Ghost Creek to its source ain’t git- 
tin’ yuh nothin’! If’n yuh show 
sense, Della Courtney, you an’ 
me’d be a great team hitched! 
Thisaway, s’pose yuh do hold the 
Rancho Estaban? What’ll that be 
stacked up with all the ranges 
around Gila you an’ me could be 
ownin’?’’ 
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Sudden Cassidy was holding his 
breath, listening, watching the dark 
bunkhouse. He wasn’t slow think- 
ing, but it took a little time for 
what he had heard to percolate 
through his dazed brain. 

‘*By jehosiphat!’’ he whispered 
hoarsely. ‘‘ An’ I went ridin’ all the 
way t’ Crook Elbow t’ warn a gal 
with that kind 0’ hoss sense! She’s 
gov’ment filed on Ghost Creek! But 
hell! How’ll she be holdin’ them 
water rights ’thout no law in the 
county but Rust Kinnard hisself?”’ 


PHEN he recalled swiftly that 

she had mentioned someone who 
was coming back. Then the Eastern 
gal must have some smart hombre 
along with her, and Rust Kinnard 
had arrived unexpectedly while he 
was away. The way Sudden got it, 
the Courtney filly must have got 
the drop on Kinnard and now she 
had him sitting outlined against a 
window opening onto the patio. 
And if she was that smart, maybe 
she’d also taken his guns! 

The girl was talking, her voice 
too low for him to catch the words. 
And Kinnard rapped out, ‘‘Bigod! 
Thar ain’t any one hombre ever 
gittin’ away with it, even so I did 
wait fer him, which I ain’t—’’ 

Sudden’s hand gripped the wal- 
nut stock of a six-gun, for that 
abrupt outburst in a loud voice had 
a meaning, and the girl should have 
been warned. For in the middle of 
what he was saying, Kinnard must 
have dived from his chair in the 
darkness. 

‘*Whoom!’’ It was the loud, re- 
sounding explosion of a six-gun in 
the room, and Sudden knew the 
girl had fired, and also that she had 
been tricked by Kinnard lunging 
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away from the window under cover 
of his own palaver. 

There was but the one crashing 
shot, a slapping blow that followed 
and a hoarse ery from the girl that 
was abruptly choked off. 

“Yuh pizen hellion!’’ roared 
Kinnard. ‘‘T’1l 1’arn yuh who’s boss 
0’ Ghost Creek, you an’ that leath- 
er-faced rat! Thunk yuh could run 
a ranny on Rust Kinnard, huh?’’ 

Sudden was leaping onto the 
porch as he heard the tearing of 
cloth and again Kinnard’s hate- 
filled voice. 

‘*Bigod! I’ll beat the livin’ lights 
out of yuh, an’ I’ll throw yuh t’ the 
boys! But first ’U—’’ 

Sudden was by the window now, 
pausing to make out the figure of 
Kinnard. Even in the darkness, 
the body of the girl showed where 
Kinnard had pinned her against 
the wall. And the girl cried out in 
a strangled voice, with her throat 
under Kinnard’s brutal fingers. 

And the name she called upon 
sent tingling madness like molten 
fire along Sudden’s veins. For she 
eried, ‘‘Sudden—Sudden! Oh, God 
help me!”’ 

He knew then that the girl was 
Jane Doran and as Kinnard cursed 
and choked off her despairing ap- 
peal, Sudden was on the point of 
heaving himself through the win- 
dow. 

A smashing blow of a gun butt or 
some other hard weapon took him 
between the ears. He had failed to 
see the lanky, fast moving figure 
come around the corner of the 
hacienda and hurtle upon him with 
the speed of a cougar striking. 

Sudden’s face banged on the 
planks of the porch and he thought 
his skull had been split wide open. 
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He was conscious of dizzying pain, 
but sprawled helplessly, his six- 
gun lying within inches of his hand. 
And he could not for the moment 
use his hand to reach it. 

Yet his senses were somehow 
acute enough to hear the girl’s ery 
converted into a low moaning. The 
hombre who had knocked him down 
did not pause, but was darting 
along the porch toward a door. 
And then a burst of oaths and a 
fury of crunching blows came from 
inside the room. 


UDDEN’S fogged brain gath- 

ered then that the hombre the 
girl had expected was the one who 
had mistaken him for one of Kin- 
nard’s owlhoots at the window and 
had smashed him out of the way. 
The slugging blows were continu- 
ing inside the room. A hard, dry 
voice crackled. 

“‘T’d oughta slit yuh wide open 
for bein’ a skunk, Kinnard, but the 
law’s the law, an’ I’m sworn to 
uphold it! So—’’ 

Another crunching blow, and the 
thudding of one man to the floor, 
and Kinnard’s profane yell, ‘‘ Yuh 
damn’ sneakin’ tin star! I’ll finish 
yuh! T’ll take the gal an’—”’ 

Strength was coming back to 


_ Sudden’s numbed spine. His reach- 


ing hand went to the six-gun that 
had fallen to the porch. And as he 
touched it, he heard the groan of 
the hombre who had attempted to 
take Kinnard. 

Feet thudded outside the ocotillo 
fence. The bobbing heads of owl- 
hoots showed where they were run- 
ning from the bunkhouse, aroused 
by the girl’s single shot and the 
racket of the fight in the house. 
Kinnard’s gloating voice was still 
heaping abuse upon the hombre he 
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had apparently bested and Sudden 
listened for the girl’s voice, but 
she was silent. 

The bulky figure of the hawk- 
nosed Kinnard showed in the win- 
dow above Sudden, but it was 
evident the owlhoot leader did not 
see him in the darkness close to the 
porch floor. 


**Git yore hosses!’’ yelled Kin- 
nard. ‘‘We’re ridin’! We’re takin’ 
the gal an’ this gov’ment lawman 
up the canyon! When we’re done 
with the gal—’’ 


Ribald whoops burst from the 
throats of the owlhoots. The long 
gate in the ocotillo fence started to 
open. Sudden Cassidy had the edge 
of his hand steady on the porch 
floor, and his fingers wrapped 
about the butt of his six-gun. 

He aimed and triggered deliber- 
ately, although he was fully aware 
he was inviting a slug from Kin- 
nard that might split his spine. His 
iron whammed, and he sent all five 
bullets smoking as fast as he could 
thumb the hammer, aiming at the 
dynamite sack in the darkness. 


It might have been the fourth or 
the fifth bullet that found its mark 
by the end of the ocotillo gate. Sud- 
den could not be sure, for the 
ground rocked and the air was split 
by a breath-taking explosion. A 
whooming mushroom of flame and 
smoke enveloped the gate through 
which Kinnard’s owlhoots were 
crowding. There was not a cry nor 
was there a scream. 


There was nothing then but the 
rolling echo of the explosion be- 
ing hurled back from the hogback 
range and the canyon above 
Rancho Estaban. In this, Sudden 
did not hear the double crack of 
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the six-gun in Kinnard’s hand 
above him. For Sudden was roll- 
ing, hitting the hacienda wall and 
dragging his other six-gun with his 
left hand. 

One of Kinnard’s slugs pounded 
into Sudden’s back somewhere, for 
his backbone seemed to turn cold 
and he was instantly very sick. He 
could just see Kinnard’s head 
above the blaze of his gun, and he 
could do no other then than employ 
what strength remained to shoot 
him cold. 

The iron ceased flaming down 
at him, and Rust Kinnard draped 
himself over the window sill like 
some sawdust dummy. 


UDDEN felt a warm, compelling 

kiss that would have brought a 
corpse to life, and he was far from 
being dead. A dry, hard voice said, 
‘For law sakes, Jane, git yoreself 
some more clothes on ’fore yuh 
have that fightin’? hombre plumb 
awake an’ seein’ yuh lookin’ plumb 
seand’lous. I mistook ’im for one 0’ 
them owlhoots an’ his hard skull 
saved ’im. He’s got a slug-busted 
rib an’ it ain’t nowise fatal. If’n he 
does open his eyes an’ sees yuh like 
that, it’l] more’n likely kill ’im.’’ 

Sudden opened his eyes to cau- 
tious slits, and it didn’t kill him. 
His arms went around Jane so sud- 
denly she gasped, but he tightened 
his grip and he said, ‘‘ Yuh turned 
out to be one damn’ sweet liar, an’ 
yuh sent me high-tailin’ after a 
Della Courtney that I’m bettin’ 
don’t exist, but I come ridin’ back 
jest in time—”’ 

‘*Please, Sudden,’’ she said, but 
he still held her and a tall old man 
with a leathery, wrinkled face and 
friendly eyes chuckled and put a 
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cover off the bed around her shoul- 


ders. ‘‘I’m all the Della Courtney 
there is,’’ she went on. ‘‘I’m Jane 
Doran and this is my dad, Jim, 
the new government deputy mar- 
shal. J let you ride away, ’cause I 
didn’t want you to get yourself 
gunned, and dad and me had fig- 
ured our play to bust up Rust Kin- 
nard’s Ghost Creek swindle.’’ 
“‘So yuh filed on Ghost Creek 
water rights, an’ yore dad is the 
law t’ see yuh hold the same,”’ 
groaned Sudden. ‘‘ An’ yuh’re rich 
or yuh couldn’t-a bought the 
Rancho Estaban, an’ I’ve been an 
owlhoot that ain’t fitten t’ be hung. 
If yore dad’s the law marshal, it’s 
his duty to be arrestin’ me fer my 
share in Kinnard’s crookedness. 


But if’n he lets me, I’ll ride to new 
parts as soon—”’ 

The old man’s voice cracked with 
sternness. 

“‘T ain’t lettin’ yuh escape that 
easy, son! Reckon yo’re in my cus- 
tody, an’ Jane’s goin’ t’ be needin’ 
a rodder for this Estaban rancho 
’mighty bad! Yuh’ll be ridin’ 
straight an’ lawful, or by gum, Ill 
put yuh in the calaboose fer the 
rest o’ yore nacheral life!’’ 

‘“And I make the swellest pow- 
der biscuits you ever tasted, 
honey,’’ murmured Jane Doran. 
‘*And besides cooking, I—”’ 

His lead busted rib hurt like 
blazes, but Sudden grinned. 

“TJ savvy,’’ he said. ‘‘An’ I’m 
takin’ the job permanent.”’ 


Tonic For a Terror 


(Continued from page 71) 


and how he’d fooled himself. 

‘You own this place, huh?’’ he 
ealled to the girl. 

“‘No. It belongs to a friend of 
mine. I had business in Tule for a 
few days. Important business. I 
just borrowed the cottage.’’ 

She came out. Her hair was 
combed, and she wore a simple 
divided skirt and trim riding 
boots. Her close-clinging silk 
blouse was open at the throat. 
Fresh, desirable as hell, Teton 
thought, aching to kiss her again. 

He wondered who she was, 
where she’d come from and all. 
And he also wanted to know about 
his black eye and Queen Saph- 


ronia. The girl refused to answer 


his questions. 

“You may have one small 
drink,’’ she told him. ‘‘I’ll trust 
you for that. No, I won’t mark the 
bottle you’ll find in the kitchen, so 
if you aren’t trustworthy and take 
a big one, you won’t have to hide 
the faet by running water in the 
bottle.”’ 

‘‘I—Seems nice, hearin’ you tell 
me what to do.’’ He grinned sheep- 
ishly. ‘‘Where you goin’?’’ 

“‘T’m going to get something for 
our breakfast. I’! be right back.’’ 

He watched her go down a trail 
toward the town. 

‘‘The hell with Maureen Dell,’’ 
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he grunted. ‘‘I’ll never marry 
nobody but that girl there!’’ 

He wondered why in hell it took 
a woman so long to buy a few vit- 
tles. He didn’t know the girl had 
a few other errands to do before 
she returned. But she did return, 
holding her face very straight. He 
announced proudly he hadn’t had 
a drink. 

“*T’ll answer a few questions as a 
reward,’’ she smiled, sitting down 
opposite him, their knees touching 
under the table. 

‘“Better, I'll tell you what you’re 
going to ask. You got drunk. You 
took up with a girl in the Hava 
Snort. She likely doped your 
liquor. You stumbled out, drunk- 
enly telling the world what you 
thought of Maureen Dell. 

“Tt was dark. Yet you saw Miss 
Nellie Trask’s wax dummy in hér 
window, kicked in the plate glass 
and dragged the dummy out. A 
couple of men came up. There was 
a battle. You were hit on the head 
and in the eye.’’ 

“Them was likely’ skunks 
workin’ for this Kane Drago. You 
wait’ll I meet that son!’’ Teton 
growled. 

‘‘Anyhow, I was nearby. I 
knew you, by description, and 
hearing of you. I stopped Nellie 
Trask’s screaming, the two men 
disappeared, and I brought you 
here. I was taking care of you. 
Uh, for Maureen Dell.’’ 

“Useta make me pizen mad 
when that bran-faced skinny girl 
runt bawled about me ridin’ salty 
hosses,’’? Teton said. ‘‘I like it, 
you takin’ a lookout for me. But 
why’d you have to ‘Do it for Mau- 
reen Dell?’ Darn her!’’ 


THe girl smiled. Man, she was 

pretty as a spotted pinto, sit- 
ting there across the table from a 
Teton O’Day who’d begun to see 
the error of his ways. 

“‘T got you home, here, but you 
insisted on bringing that wax 
dummy along. You kept calling 
it Maureen Dell, and then you’d 
cuss and call the dummy a liar, be- 
cause it was too good looking to 
be Miss Dell. I rolled you in bed. 
You refused to take off your hat or 
spurs. You couldn’t, I mean, and 
wouldn’t let me. So I put you in as 
was, with Queen Saphronia. 


‘““When you came falling out of 
the bedroom this morning, and I 
learned you thought you’d killed a 
woman—”’ the girl laughed and 
wiped tears out of her eyes—‘‘I 
seized the chance to throw a scare 
into you, and made up the story 
I told you about your coming here. 

“You were man _ enough, 
though,’’ the girl fell serious, ‘‘to 
refuse to hide your trouble. You 
meant to face the music—not like 
a swaggering hero, but a real, 
sound man.’’ 

She rose from the table. 

‘“‘You’d better go on down and 
face Nellie Trask and settle for her 
window and Queen Saphronia.’’ 

*‘T’ll do that. I’ll see the lawyer, 
Asia Rayne, too, an’ get things set- 
tled on that Dell score. An’ then 
I’m lookin’ up Kane Drago an’ 
that dancehall gal. Wait’ll I get 
done with Drago!”’ 

‘“‘Trouble-maker. Bad man!’’ 
the girl snorted. ‘‘ Well, go ahead. 
Maybe Kane Drago will make you 
wish you’d never hatched.’’ 

‘“‘T’m sorry. I never meant it 
that way. I just want to—’’ 
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‘‘Start trouble.’? She appeared 
very angry. ‘‘Go ahead. Take the 
bit in your teeth, Teton the Ter- 
ror, and get your ears whipped 
down.’’ 

‘““They’ll be stickin’ straight up 
when I come back to you,’’ he 
promised, striding out. 

He paused and swallowed hard 
when he reached the Tule Millinery 
and Dress Emporium. The broken 
window leered at him and broken 
glass crunched under his boot 
soles. 

‘*You!’’ a shrill, shrewish wom- 
an with a face like a busted toma- 
hawk screeched at him. She came 
out of the emporium like a magpie 
and landed all over him. 

“You'll pay for Saphronia. 
You’ll get me another one from 
Denver.’’ She slapped at him and 
kicked his shins. Folks were stick- 
ing their heads out doors and win- 
dows and shame heated Teton 
O’Day from head to foot and his 
face became red as his hair. Some- 
body snickered, somebody whooped 
encouragement and called, ‘‘Ride 
im. Ride the big terror, Nellie.’’ 

Teton spun, fists balled. He’d 
get that son, whoever. He came up 
short. A stocky man with a town 
marshal’s badge on his vest block- 
ed his path. 

‘““Whoa!’’? he rapped, the com- 
mand a little mushy sounding. The 
marshal had receipted for a lam 
on the lips and they were swollen 
and sore. He limped back a step 
and dragged out a gun. 

‘“‘You don’t remember me, I 
reckon; but I know about you,’’ he 
growled. ‘‘Nellie, stop that chat- 
terin’! I’m takin’ this wild one to 
the Justice 0’ Peace now. He’ll 
get all that’s comin’ to him!”’ 
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‘‘Sacred Hades, I’m glad to get 
away from her,’’ Teton panted. He 
looked back at the marshal. ‘‘I 
ain’t no dangerous criminal. Get 
the damn pistol outta my back- 
bone.’’ 

‘“‘You’re dangerous unless you 
got a strong hand over you,’’ the 
marshal spat. ‘‘Never mind them 
lookin’ out at you. Move. A swell- 
headed no-account like you needs a 
tonic. Bullets make a good tonic 
for terrors, don’t you forget.”’ 

They walked on. The marshal 
dug him with the gun muzzle and 
‘“Whoaed’’ him again. 


HE doors of the Hava Snort 
Saloon opened. A tall, serious 
faced man pushed a woman out be- 
fore him and into a spring wagon 
a man had stopped in the street. 

‘‘She ain’t got time to wait for a 
train,’’ the man called to the mar- 
shal. ‘‘She’s leaving now.’’ 

Teton stared at the girl. Hell, 
it was Cora Nance, the dancehall 
girl! He remembered the pressure 
of her curved figure, the fire of her 
kisses, the way she filled his arms 
as she sat on his lap and held 
drinks to his lips yesterday. It had 
seemed good, had seemed like an- 
other easy conquest for a hero and 
terror. But that—was yesterday! 

The girl didn’t see him. She was 
cussing the tall man in assorted 
tones and vivid words. The driver 
started abruptly, smacked her 
down onto the board seat and 
jolted her parting blast out of her. 

‘‘She’s a hellion, Drago,’’ the 
marshal allowed. 

The tall man faced them. His 
nose was puffy, one side of his face 
was scratched. He nodded and 
sighed. Didn’t seem like a bad 
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man, this Kane Drago. Still, looks 
were deceiving. 

Teton forgot the marshal and his 
gun. He lunged at Drago, swing- 
ing a hungry fist. 

“Whap!’’ 

Teton groaned and covered his 
head with his arms. 

‘“Had to wallop you _ twicet, 
now,’’ the marshal complained. 
‘‘Bigod, you be good, an’ get goin’. 
Reckon you know which way. Law- 
yer Raynes is the Jay Pee here 
now.”’ 

‘‘You wait, bigod. I see it. It’s 
a frame up. You got that girl out 
of town because you was afraid 
she’d tell she was fixin’ me for a 
killin’ or somethin’,’? Teton 
snarled at Drago. 

“‘Friend O’Day, I ought to fix 
your nose like you fixed mine,”’ 
Drago grunted, and fell back to 
walk beside the marshal. 

Teton frowned. What’d it mean? 
The marshal said he’d had to hit 
Teton twice on the head. Drago 
said Teton had puffed up his nose. 
By hell and sacred Hades, it was 
the marshal and Drago who’d 
roughed him last night! 

‘‘Rayne - in - the -face,’’ Teton 
barked, stepping into Asia Rayne’s 
office. Raynes was one he remem- 
bered, anyhow. ‘‘ This loco marshal 
an’ this Drago are connivin’ to—”’ 

‘“‘Shut up and take off your hat 
and sit down!’’ Rayne snapped. 
‘‘Marshal, what is the charge 
against this man?’’ 

**T’]l] clean up this dump an 
ever’body in ’er!’’ Teton barked. 
He started to rise, and subsided 
when the marshal raised the barrel 
of his gun suggestively. 

“‘“You’re all framin’ 
me!’’ Teton growled. 


3 


against 


‘“‘You’re framing against your- 
self,’? Rayne snapped. ‘‘I fine you 
two months in jail, contempt of 
Court. The charges? 

‘“‘Hmmn ... Resisting an officer 
... assault on an officer and a citi- 
zen, Kane Drago . . . Disorderly 
conduct in the Hava Snort... 
breaking and entering private 
property and stealing a wax dum- 
my—’’ Rayne smiled to himself 
when he mentioned this. 


HE LOOKED severely over his 
spectacles at Teton. ‘‘T’ll may- 

be sentence you to a year. Maybe 

more. You ought to get life! 

“‘Damn it, Teton, why didn’t you 
come back here, after your paw 
died, and stop your foolishness? 
Huh—not you. You come back aft- 
er writing me a lot of sass about a 
fine girl. You get drunk. Raise 
hell. ~ 

‘‘Cora Nance, Teton. Stop mut- 
tering and listen! She got a joba 
week ago. It seems like somebody 
learned you were coming here, and 
sent her. Drago got it out of her 
last night. She had you in her 
room, filling you with doped liquor 
when he learned of you and her 
and went upstairs. 

‘You ponked him on the snoot 
and after falling downstairs, you 
wabbled outside. Drago found out 
the girl was working for the land 
company that’s trying to get the 
O’Day range and the lake water 
rights that goes with it. He chased 
her out, as you saw awhile ago. 
That company sent her to wreck 
you here, or sign away your part 
of the O’Day ranch, which would 
mean complete loss of the place to 
them eventually. And the place 
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could be pulled from under the 
notes owing if you’d pitch in.”’ 

‘‘Yah!’’ Teton jeered. ‘‘Where 
does this Drago come in?”’ 

‘“T own the place next to yours,’’ 
Drago explained. ‘‘As well as the 
Hava Snort and the feed store. I’m 
merely a business man who came 
here for his health. It wouldn’t be 
healthy for us if that big land 
syndicate got a foothold. They’d 
bring in a flock of hoemen, they’d 
grab water rights. They’d ruin a 
good cattle range, and good cow 
town for all of us. That’s why I’m 


interested, damn your onery 
hide!”’ 

He said this last without animos- 
ity. 


Asia Rayne hunched in his chair. 
The marshal spoke: 

‘“‘After you got away from 
Drago, you kicked in Nellie 
Trask’s window. It was Nellie 
blacked your eye—with a rock. I 
had to bonk you on the head to stop 
you when you busted my mouth 
an’ kicked my shins, 

“Tt was—’’ 

Rayne frowned at the marshal. 

‘“‘The girl who’s stayin’ in the 
cottage on the slope,’’ the marshal 
finished, ‘‘who quieted you. Even 
then we had to let you lug that 
damn dummy to get you to quiet.’’ 

‘Why in hell didn’t that girl tell 
me?’’ Teton rapped. He was 
ashamed as he faced the marshal 
and Kane Drago. She, the girl had 
said he’d get his ears whipped 
down! 

‘What about the ranch, an’ this 
Maureen Dell,’’ Teton inquired. 

“Terms of your father’s will 
said you’d have to come back, like 
I wrote you. That you’d take or- 
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ders from Miss Dell, as to drinking, 
or not drinking, and fighting and 
such. If you do this for a year, 
and really work, the O’Day ranch 
will pull out and you’ll get a third; 
the girl two thirds. If you marry 
her, which is your father’s ex- 
pressed wish, naturally—”’ 

“Then I get a third!’’ Teton 
bawled. He was on his feet pound- 
ing Rayne’s desk. ‘‘I’ll go out an’ 
drink. I’ll pick me a fight, mebbe. 
Just to show you I ain’t marryin’ 
that woman. 

‘‘Why, to hell with the third of 
the ranch! I'll pull it through an’ 
to hell with that hoggin’ land 
syndicate an’ all. The Dell heifer 
can have it all. I’ll work an’ get 
me a place. Because there’s only 
one girl I’d marry, ever. They’s 
only one girl I’d take a order 
from.’’ 

He stopped, panting and glaring 
defiantly. 


Ame nodded. Drago and the 
marshal exchanged quick looks. 
‘‘Yes,’? Rayne said. ‘‘We saw 
that girl this morning. She talked 
to us when she came down to the 
store. That’s why the marshal was 
waiting around Nellie Trask’s. 
This all was, well, sort of figured 
ahead of time, you see.’’ 

‘‘What’s that girl tryin’ to do?”’ 
Teton howled. ‘‘Marry me to Mau- 
reen Dell? Bigod—’’ 

“Stop swearing in Court! I 
wouldn’t be surprised if that is the 
object, Teton. Maureen Dell al- 
ways looked up to you, feared for 
you, loved you as a kid.’’ 

““T won’t marry her!’’ Teton 
yelled, almost hopping up and 
down. ‘‘I’ll only marry—’’ 
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A door opened and the girl from 
the cottage came in from the rear. 
Teton’s eyes—eye, rather—opened 
wide. 

‘‘Marry her,’’ he finished. He 
sat down and stared. What was it 
about her made him wonder? What 
made her seem so near? 

‘It’s kind of you,’’ the girl told 
him politely. ‘“‘But I have some- 
thing to say about that. You are 
in a position to tell every girl you 
will or will not marry her—with- 
out asking her wishes at all?”’ 

Teton looked at the floor. 
“*No’m,’’ he mumbled. ‘‘I reckon 
that’s another idea took out of me. 
But, gosh!’’ He stepped over and 
grabbed her hands. ‘‘Please. I'll 
let you name the trail an’ I’ll ride 
it as long as I ride it with you.”’ 

She lowered long lashes over 
shining eyes. 

**T’ll ride the river with you any 
time, Teton,’’ she said. ‘‘Even if 
you do contradict yourself terribly. 
I’ve always loved you, always 
eried over you and your hurts. 
Have I changed so much—dear?’’ 

‘“‘Muh-my ears are plumb 
down!’’ gasped Teton O’Day. 


‘*But how could a freckled, skinny 
kid grow up to be as pretty an’ 
sweet as you are now? Maureen. 
Maureen Dell! Come here!’’ 

Her lips were yielding to his, 
and all the love this budding young 
woman knew made her tremble 
against Teton O’Day. He felt 
humbled, awed, and the pugnacious 
past was something he wanted 
very much to forget. They clung. 
He forgot about Queen Saphronia 
—though later he would chuck her 
remains out a window because 
three is a crowd. He forgot Drago 
and the others. 

It was Maureen who drew back, 
blushing. ‘‘Hummmuph!’’ Drago 
said. ‘‘It seems like our range is 
safe.’’ 

“‘T could dig up the County 
Clerk,’’ the marshal suggested. 

‘*And with the license thereby 
eared for, may I remind you I per- 
form marriages?’’ Asia Rayne 
said. He rapped with his fist. 
‘Court to order! For all those 
charges, Teton, I sentence you to 
life.’’ 

Teton O’Day grabbed Maureen 
again and started his term right 
then and there. 
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Six Gun Nurse 


(Continued from page 65) 


round of her chin. She didn’t even 
cry out as her head snapped back. 
If Steve was any judge of a knock- 
out punch, Marilyn Lee was off his 
hands and safe for some time to 
come. 

Steve broke his guns and refilled 
the cylinders. Brand Lorton and 
his hombres had spread out. Steve 
swore a hard oath as he realized 
he was almost helpless against the 
fan-shaped movement of the raid- 
ers who were now already crossing 
into the black and invisible yard 
around the hacienda. 

Steve lifted an iron, thinking the 
blast of a gun might serve as a 
warning to Jane Tobe in the ha- 
cienda. But his finger refused to 
trigger the shot. Warning would 
do little good, if it brought a rush 
of encircling killers upon him in 
the darkness. He was but one 
against anywhere from possibly 
six to a dozen hombres who would- 
n’t hesitate to feed him lead. 


eee way he had to cut through 
the line of the Lorton raiders 
and get into the ranch house. He 
went over the low fence, listening 
to the rustling movement of Lor- 
ton’s men. For the minute he was 
safe enough, seeing they believed 
him to be riding with the other 
waddies in pursuit of the decoy 
gun slick called Buck. 

If there was only some way he 
could be the first into the hacienda 
and start the gunplay? He had the 
grimly ironical thought that maybe 
the prim Jane Tobe, who had been 


quick enough on the trigger to save 
his life, might back him up in a 
showdown ruckus? 

A vision of her face as he had 
last seen it under the yellow lamp- 
light flashed into mind. Hell! It 
made him a little sick, thinking 
how easily the other little nurse 
had put her loop onto him. 

Now he was halfway between the 
fence and the low window into the 
long room, crawling flat on his 
stomach, and watching two other 
figures close by moving with 
crouching quickness. Lamplight 
still streamed through the lower 
window nearest him. He could 
have gunned either or both of the 
nearest raiders, but it would have 
left him open to every other gun. 

As a last resort, he might have 
to do that and make a dash for it. 
He wondered if the strange Jane 
Tobe could possibly have any idea 
of what was happening? Then he 
knew she had not. 

Two things happened with daz- 
ing suddenness. 

Jane Tobe’s tall figure was out- 
lined in the lamplight at the low 
window. Low, growled oaths fil- 
tered to Steve’s ears from close 
by. Lorton’s men had seen her. 

There came a whooshing, oily 
explosion from the bunkhouse. 
Quick, billowing flame shot from 
the doorway. The bunkhouse oil 
lamp had been smashed and its 
blaze would quickly make a bonfire 
of the dried slab shack. 

Then Steve saw Jane Tobe stif- 
fen and her hands came into view. 
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Steve gulped back an oath. The 
amazing nurse was gripping two 
45s, and she was coming through 
the window. Her eyes were on the 
bunkhouse and Steve knew he had 
to stop her. 

“Git back, Miss Tobe! Git down! 
Yo’re in a loop!”’ 

Steve’s yelled warning burst up- 
on the creeping raiders. It had the 
effect of bringing the two hombres 
nearest him to their feet, their 
irons sending slices of deadly blue 
fire in the direction of his voice as 
they triggered from hip level. 

Steve wasted no time on his trig- 
gers. His ealloused thumbs rippled 
along both gun hammers. One 
hombre uttered an ‘‘Aw-rr-k!’’ 
He went over from his heels, try- 
ing to swallow blood where a slug 
went through his throat. 

The other shooting hombre 
whirled half around as a .45 bullet 
smashed into his shoulder bones, 
but one of his guns kept on wham- 
ming. Steve was collecting lead 
in more than one place, and slugs 
made funny numbing sensations 
around his lean thighs and his ribs. 

But none had yet been fatal, and 
he darted toward the window and 
Jane Tobe. He heard her ery out, 
‘‘Steve—Steve Bradley! Get down 
out of line! Drop, Steve!”’ 

He guessed she must be scared 
plumb crazy. He heard Lorton’s 
chiseling voice ring out across the 
hacienda yard. 

‘“Rush the house! Git that lamp, 
muy pronto!’’ 

“The lamp, Jane Tobe! The 
lamp!’ That was Steve’s own 
warning as he hit the ground under 
the window. 

His ery was too late. Brrang! 
The long room lamp crashed. 


There was an instant licking 
tongue of fire running along the 
spilled kerosene. Lorton’s voice 
whooped out, ‘‘Up them stairs! 
The damn’ hellion went up thar! 
Git ’er an’ see’t she don’t git Tol- 
bert out!’’ 

Steve saw he had been given a 
few seconds time by Lorton having 
spread his raiders around the 
house. Steve made the window 
ledge and rolled inside the room. 
Flame was spreading along the 
kerosene and it was too late to 
stop it. 

Six-guns brranged from two 
sides, the bullets thudding into the 
wall and floor. Steve picked out 
what looked like a possible place 
to make a stand in the darkness 
beside the heavily built stairs. He 
jumped from his toes, hit the floor 
rolling and made the corner just as 
a slug numbed his right leg com- 
pletely. 

He saw Lorton’s men, four or 
five figures, make a massed rush 
across the blazing room toward the 
stairs. He got up his guns and one 
hombre went down, his clothes fir- 
ing from the oil. Then both ham- 
mers clinked with sickening em- 
phasis. His guns were empty. 

“‘Tt’s Steve Bradley!’’ bellowed 
Brand Lorton. ‘‘Git him cold! 
Damn’ him, he’! pay up at last fer 
the years he’ 8 fought—’’ 

Lorton’s own iron was leveled 
and the leaping fire caught Steve 
in its light and made him a wide 
open target. He stood up, hurling 
one empty gun at Lorton’s head 
and missing. 

Lorton gave a hard, gloating 
laugh. Steve saw his thumb slowly 
cocking the hammer of his gun. 
And— 
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From over beyond the stairs, 
from an alcove behind a carved oak 
table, two six-guns started singing 
the fastest song that Steve had 
ever heard. He could just see two 
long-fingered white hands and two 
thumbs that seemed to be playing 
a rat-a-tat-tat across bright steel 
gnurls of the hammers. 

From Brand Lorton’s lips burst 
an agonized, screaming oath. His 
six-gun flamed, but its bullets went 
wild, for Lorton’s eyes were al- 
ready glazing in death. Two of 
four gunnies beside him were down 
beside their boss, drilled so plumb 
mortal that neither one moved aft- 
er he fell. The remaining pair 
escaped long enough to drop, get 
up their guns and start lead pound- 
ing into the oak table protecting 
the figure of the amazing Jane 
Tobe. 


THE two gunnies were shielded 


from the nurse’s line of fire for 
a few seconds, then Steve saw her 
head appear, the yellow hair 
streaming about her set, white 
face. And even as her two guns 
spouted blobs of yellow flame, 
Steve realized it hadn’t been the 
lamplight that had made hers the 
prettiest face he had ever seen. 

But as the gun slinging nurse 
exchanged shot for shot with the 
hombres on the floor, Steve saw the 
oil flame suddenly shoot along a 
hanging drape and send a band of 
fire across the head of the single 
stairway. 

His numbed leg handicapped 
him, but the quick thought of the 
sick owner, Tolbert, trapped in his 
bed poured strength through his 
muscles. He was scarcely conscious 
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of Jane Tobe’s voice crying out 
at him. 


“Steve! Steve! No—no! Don’t 
”? 


For he was already halfway up 
the stairs, and he turned only his 
eyes, for he had seen that the last 
of Lorton’s gun slick riders were 
finished. And then he didn’t see 
Jane Tobe at all and he thought 
she might be coming around the 
fire, now half filling the long room, 
to follow him up the stairs. 

The blaze ahead of him was still 
thin, licking along the boards 
toward the door of the sickroom 
where Tolbert had remained under 
the care of his two nurses. Smoke 
rolled up in choking density as 
Steve reached the door. 

Because of his numbed and 
weakened leg, Steve fell and rolled 
on the floor inside the bedroom. 
And the voice of Chung Wu cried 
out in alarm. 

*‘Missee Tobee say no comee 
boss’s loom! Allee—”’ 

The Chinese cook saw then the 
intruder was Steve. For he ran 
to him and gabbled, ‘‘Stevee Blad- 
lee! You shot bad mebbe so?’’ 

Steve was shot bad enough in 
places to feel his brain whirling 
into a fog. But he didn’t pass out 
until his fading vision had taken 
in every item of the sickroom that 
had housed J. N. Tolbert. 

Steve saw two single beds cov- 
ered with clean white spreads, and 
neither was occupied. The delicate 
scent of perfume filled the room. 
The one dresser contained nothing 
but those things which go with a 
woman critter. 

Steve heard the door open and 
Chung Wu squawking. 

‘‘Fire! Fire! Comee up stairs 
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allee over! No can get—’’ 

It didn’t seem to matter a damn 
to Steve if hell-fire itself was cut- 
ting off the stairs. The strain of 
his wounds snapped the last shred 
of resistance in his brain. A white 
face framed by cascading yellow 
hair swam in front of his eyes, 
moved away, came closer. He did- 
n’t see it any more. 


But the white, clear-cut, beauti- 

ful face again swam into view. 
Only the flowing yellow hair 
touched his own face this time. 
Warm, soft lips were upon his own. 
They were lifted and a clear, musi- 
cal voice murmured. 

‘*You’ll never forgive me when 
you know, Steve Bradley—you’ll 
find out how I tricked you into be- 
lieving the Tilt-6 had a sick owner 
—because I never wanted it known 
T was the one they called—”’ 

Steve opened his eyes and he 
was looking into wide blue ones 
that held tears. Jane Tobe’s mouth 
was no longer prim, for it curved 
temptingly close. The flat, drab 
waist had been torn away and the 
rounded whiteness of smooth 
shoulders was graduated into a 
full and luscious bosom. 

Steve’s brain and museles 
seemed to act without any thinking 
on his part. He was lying on the 
smooth lawn of the still blazing 
hacienda, and he could hear the 
shouts of Tilt-6 waddies who were 
running buckets of water from the 
outside well. They were getting 
the fire under control, saving the 
raneh house, although the bunk- 
house was already burned. 

Steve’s arms lifted and went 
around the shoulders of Jane Tobe. 
She breathed, ‘‘Oh, thank God!’’ 


But for a second or so she seemed 
to resist his arms, and then— 

She was beside him, her lips 
pressed upon his mouth. He was 
conscious that she must have 
stripped off that ungodly cloth 
skirt, perhaps because it had ham- 
pered her in the gun fighting action 
or when, as he was to learn, she 
had climbed the porch and helped 
Chung Wu bring him from the 
sickroom that had never had a 
patient. 

And with that cloth skirt miss- 
ing, and only the thinnest and 
briefest of silken slips remaining, 
Steve realized he had misnamed 
the prim nurse when he had called 
her ‘‘slab-sided’’ and ‘‘long- 
geared.’’ 

She surrendered to his arms for 
the briefest minute, and every 
yielding contour of the perfect 
body responded to the long kiss 
he gave her. Then she pulled away 
from his arms, her voice low and 
desperate. 

‘‘When you know, Steve Brad- 
ley—it won’t make any difference 
that I loved you after the first few 
days—Steve, listen! Down Her- 
mosillo way they knew me as ‘Trig- 
ger Jane.’ I had to sing down 
there, or starve. You would know, 
Steve, how it is. Anyway, I was 
born on the Colorado range and 
my dad taught me to shoot before 
I grew up. So it was quick guns in 
Hermosillo or quit singing, and I 
kept on singing. 

**T never killed an hombre until 
tonight, but I taught several to re- 
spect my word. An uncle left me 
some money and I bought up John 
Harney’s notes on the Tilt-6. I 
wanted it forgotten who I was, and 
I didn’t want gun trouble with any- 
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body that would bring out the 
truth. So Marilyn Lee and I 
thought up J. N. Tolbert and 
then—’’ 


‘And now, yuh mean, Jane 
Tobe,’’ said Steve, one hard hand 
over her quivering mouth. ‘‘ And 
now it don’t make no damn’ dif- 
f’runce, an’ they ain’t no call to 
be traducin’ the gal I’ve made up 
my mind sudden like is bein’ takin’ 
on as my perm’nent lady boss. 
Even if I once said I was resignin’ 
an’ lightin’ my shuck for other 
parts. I’m—’’ 

“*Steve, honey—’’ And that was 
lost ina kiss that brought a sudden 
hard chuckle into a nearby throat. 

Grit Harden was standing there, 
and he had an Indian blanket 
draped around the intriguing 
figure of Marilyn Lee. 

“‘Yo’re the dangedest liar, 
Steve!’’ grinned Grit. ‘“‘I said 


yuh’d keep on ramroddin’ the Tilt- 
6 in spite 0’ hell an’ lady bosses! 
I’m thinkin’ mebbe so, Steve, when 
yuh git yore pins under yuh, we 
kin ride down tuh the county seat 
and make it a double hitch?’’ 

Steve Bradley looked into the 
dark eyes of Marilyn Lee. There 
was a funny, little quirk at the 
corners of the little nurse’s sweet 
mouth, as she looked long and 
steadily at Steve. Steve’s throat 
suddenly went dry. 

There was a blue bruise across 
the little nurse’s rounded chin. 

‘*Tf yuh want it that way, Grit,’’ 
said Steve as steadily as he could. 
“*Y was thinkin’ maybe now we’d 
be addin’ the late Brand Lorton’s 
Star-B tuh the Tilt-6 with them 
savin’s 0’ ours. Nothin’ like havin’ 
neighbors yuh kin trust.’’ 

Marilyn Lee’s dark eyes spar- 
kled and she gave Steve a little 
sinile. 
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ered a pistol. ‘‘Good God, I thought 
—I’ve got to get out of here before 
your father gets back—don’t ever 
tell anyone—dad would kill me!’’ 


She was scarcely coherent. Slim 
vaulted to the sill. ‘‘Get back in. 
I’m alone. What’s wrong?’’ 


Frok a moment she clung to him, 

trembling and groping for 
words. Then she tugged at his arm, 
urging him to the lighted room. 
She said, ‘‘Slim, I’m so ashamed. 
I don’t know what to say. But 
that—’’ She gestured toward the 


table. ‘*That’ll prove—but don’t 
ever tell dad!’’ 

She did not seem to know her 
father was dead. He regarded her 
disheveled hair, the torn blouse 
that trailed in tatters, exposing a 
good deal more than she realized. 
But as she hid her face on his 
shoulder, Slim’s eyes fairly 
popped out of his head. 

On the table were bills of sale, 
which he recognized from their le- 
gal appearance. There were a 
dozen squares of rawhide, cut from 
as many freshly peeled hides. Each 
piece had the Diamond C brand! 
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‘“When we quarreled that 
night,’’ she went on, haltingly, ‘‘T 
was furious. But the next night— 
oh, I hate to say it, but I learned 
that dad was beefing your cattle. 
To get even for that fence you cut. 
And for good measure—well, I 
realized why he’d bought me so 
many nice things, so suddenly. So 
I left, Wednesday night. To steal 
evidence, in Paso del Norte. I 
tricked a watchman there, and—’’ 

She flushed, grimaced wryly. 
But Slim didn’t notice that. He 
was too busy with his thoughts. 
While her father faced fatal bul- 
lets on the Diamond C, Madge had 
been in Paso del Norte, on the 
prowl. Slim demanded, ‘‘You 
mean you was fixing to sell your 
own pappy to the law? Why—”’ 
He thrust her from him. ‘‘ Why— 
you damned low down—’’ 

“Slim, don’t look at me that 
way! Don’t you understand, I 
came to throw this stuff in through 
a window. But no one was in. So I 
put it here, where he’d find it. 
There’s nothing against father, 
only against Burt Kenyon. A poli- 
tician, beef contractor, saloon 
owner.”’ 

‘*Oh.’? Slim understood. ‘‘Try- 
ing to save your pappy, huh?”’ 

‘‘More than that! Trying to get 
him out of crookedness and re- 
venge. I’d begun to see the cattle- 
man’s side of it.’’ 

Then Slim’s misery returned a 
hundredfold. Madge was honest to 
the core, and brave as they made 
them. And he had killed her 
father. He didn’t know what to 
say or do. Even if it never leaked 
out, he could not face her. The 
glow in her eyes burned him when 
she went on, ‘‘ You and I can make 
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peace between our parents, can’t 
we, Slim? I hated you for what 
you said, but it set me thinking.’’ 

‘<Sit down, honey,’’ he muttered, 
sinking into a chair. 

‘*T can’t. I’ve got to get home to 
dad. I’ll lie out of it, somehow, so 
he won’t suspect, right away, what 
I did.”’ 

**T’ll ride with you.’’ Slim could 
not evade the issue, or let her go 
to an empty cabin, to wait until the 
news reached her. ‘‘I got—uh—a 
heap—to tell you.”’ 

She regarded his drawn face. 
She sensed something was dread- 
fully wrong, and apprehension 
gripped her. ‘‘Slim, what is it? 
Tell me now. Right here!’’ 

But Slim had no chance to ex- 
plain. A rifle blast and the shatter- 
ing of glass were sounds prolonged 
by Madge’s scream. His side went 
numb. He did not realize that the 
distortion of the pane had spoiled 
the marksman’s aim. Other slugs 


A® HE went for his .45, Madge 

snatched a poker and swept 
the lamp from the table. It 
crashed in the fireplace. She 
smothered the blazing kerosene 
with cushions from the lounge. 
Slim steadied his pistol barrel on 
the sill to squeeze lead at the 
tongues of flame that spurted from 
the woodpile and from the corner 
of the barn. 

When the fusillade slowed down 
to futile sniping, Madge crept to 
Slim’s side and said, ‘‘ We can slip 
out the other side. There’s only 
four shooting at us.’’ 

‘*Wecan’t,’’ he muttered. ‘‘They 
got my hoss and yourn. It’s too 
close to dawn, anyway. We’d not 
get far.’’ 

A man shouted from the murky 
shadows, ‘‘Throw out those pa- 
pers, and we’ll go away.’’ 

Slim leveled the Winchester 
Madge had located. As he did so, 
he thought, ‘‘Gawd, if I had dad’s 
buffler gun, I’d bust hell outen the 
grindstone that son is hiding be- 
hind.’’ He fired, heard the futile 





thudded against the heavy walls, 
and sprayed the room with flying 
splinters. 
Use genuine BEXOIDS when nature fails! Don’t be alarmed or 
discouraged, but try this remarkable relief compound now depended 
upon by so many. QUICK ACTING! Soothing, satisfying, GLORI- 
e QUS RELIEF without pain or inconvenience reported in many long — 
unusual, difficult, discouraging, abnormal delays in 1 to 5 days—i: 
only a few hours in some cases. WOMEN CONTINUALLY REPORT AMAZING SUCCESS EVEN WHEN OTHER 
PRODUCTS FAILED! N. H, Worked after 3 other remedies failed. No pains.” M. M. “Nothing helped but BEX- 
OIDs.” L. G. “Good results. | Tried various medicines for years. Wish I had BEXOIDS years ago.” G. M. ‘Delayed 
9 weeks. Relieved in % day.” O. P. “BEXOIDS never failed me yet.” W. W. “Used only % box and got relief 
with no pains or inconvenience of any kind. They are wonderful.” C. S. “My only regret is that every woman 
doesn’t know about BEXOIDS.” Positively contains no “dope,” no narcotics, no opiates, no habit-forming drugs, no 
harsh mineral or metallic drugs. Compounded of the best, strictly pure ingredients according to the U.S.P. Standards. 
Constituents used by American and Fexeign Doctors and nurses many years. Thousands of grateful users everywhere. 
GUARANTEED PURE! $2.00. ABSOLUTE PRIVACY ASSURED, orders rushed fast first class mail, postpaid plain 
sealed box, and positively no mail sent to you afterward. “WHAT EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW” free with 
order, TRIAL SIZE 25c. C. P. writes: ‘'25c Trial worked fine where other products failed! Wonderful! Can't be. 
beat! Will always keep on hand and pass the good word along.” 


BX PRODUCTS 1519 East 60th Street Dept. WM-1 CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


When answering advertisements please mention Spicy WESTERN STORIES 





Win their dream come frue, or will 
ignorance mar their happiness? 


Partial Contents 


The practice of restraint to please the wife. 


Surest way to prepare wife for union. 
The maritai rights of the husband. 


What the wife must do fo bring her husband's 


sex desires in harmony with her own, 
Regulations of intercourse in marriage. 
Sleeplessness from unsatisfied sex needs. 


Nervous diseases due to unsatisfied sex 


needs 


Charis showing periodicity of natural desire 


in women. 


The essential factors for the act of union. 


When fullest delight in intercourse is 
obtcined. 


How some women drive thelr husbands to 


prostitutes. 
Natural desire for sexual union. 
Joys of the honeymoon. 


ignorance of the bride and unwise actions 


of the groom. 


The man who has relations with prostitutes 


before marriage. 
Causes for unhappiness in marriage. 
Frequency of cunjuga! relations. 
Stimulation of sexual feeling. 


The problem of the strong-sexed husband 


and the weak-sexed wife. 


Fundamental facts concerning coitus. 
Proper positions for intercourse. 
Sexual relations during pregnancy. 
Problems of childless unions. 





FEDERAL JUDGE LIFTS BAN 


; on the famous book dealing with the inti- 
A mate physical contacts of love in marriage 


In fiftin 
Love” 


Woolsey said that this famous 


book ‘‘was neither immoral nor 
obscene, but highly informative 
... It pleads with seriousness, 
and not without some eloquence, 
for a better understanding by 
husbands of the physical and 
emotional side of the sex life of 
their wives ... I cannot imagine 
a@ normal mind to which this 
book would seem to be obscene 
or immoral.” 








‘ederal Judge John M. 


MARRIED LOVE 


A Solation of Intimate Sex Difficalties 


by Dr. Marie Stopes 


@ With remarkable frankness, and in simple understandable 
language, Dr. Stopes explains the intimate and important de- 
tails of wedded life. Point by point, and just as plainly as she 
would tell you in private confidence, Dr. Stopes takes up 
each of the many troublesome factors in marriage. She makes 
clear just what is to be done to insure contentment and happi- 
ness. She writes directly, forcefully, concretely, explaining 
step by step every procedure in proper sex relations. 
Thousands of marriages end in misery and divorce because 
80 many married people are ignorant of the Art of Love. Is 
jor marriage on the brink of ruin? Do you search for the 





oy of a perfect union? Now, YOU can change despair into 
eavenly happiness — if you know the secrets of the intimate 
physical contacts of marriage. 

Dr. Marie Stopes, in the preface to her world-famous book, 
says, “In my own marriage I paid such a terrible price for sex 
ignorance that I felt that knowledge gained at such a price 
should be placed at the service of humanity.” This volume, 
“Married Love,” courageously fulfills this noble purpose. 


1,000,000 COPIES SOLD 


Men and women by the thousands aaeey paid the original published 
price of $5 a copy. The enormous sale made possible a $3 edition — 
and thousands more availed themselves of this bargain. All told, more 

























not appear again) — this same book is yours 
for only 98c! A new world of happiness may be 
in store for you! A new dawn of joy and health 
and energy—and the success that comes 
with them. 


ORDER AT ONCE = 


Send in your order at once to be sure to secure a 
copy of this famous book dealing with the intimate 
contacts of love in marriage. Take advantage of 
this special offer made to the readers of this maga- 
zine to secure a copy of ‘‘Married Love” 
at this amazingly low price of only 98c. 
You must read this valuable book to un- 
derstand why over 1,000,000 copies have 
been sold in Europe and America! 
ORDER YOUR COPY TODAY. 

“Married Love’ contains 192 pages 
printed on fine antique paper, hand- 
somely bound in cloth. Actual size 
is 514 x 7% inches. 


American Biological Society 


Dept. M- 230 
319 East 34th St., New York, N. Y. 


Ss tS a eae 
American Biological Society, Dept. M-230 | 
319 East 34th St., New York, N. Y. | 


Enclosed is my remittance for 98¢ pas 15e for | 
packing and delivery charges for which please send | 
i me in pee wrapper —& charges prepaid — one 

the ban on “‘Married § copy of the special American edition of Dr. Marie 1 
GC. Stopes’ famous book ‘‘MARRIED LOVE”’ | 


been sold in Europe and America. And now — A 
HALAS 


for a limited time (this announcement may 
og 






which originally sold for $3.00. 


NOTE: Orders cannot be filled from persons ynder I 
21 years of age. | 


| 
| 
I 
Gity io cea ue ceaias vase ea reece States anccocse out 


Oraers from outside U. S. to be accompanied by ] 
remittance for $1.25. I 





ee ee ms ee ee ee cer ce ee ee 


When answering advertisements please mention Sprcy WESTERN STORIES 105 


106 


SPICY WESTERN STORIES 





FILLS A LONG 
FELT WANT. 


Order ‘i Mail at Money Saving Prices 


Sanitary Wrapped Impress ion Material 
and FULL INSTRUCTIONS How to Order By Mail! 


MULTITUDES OF PLEASED USERS SAY MY PLATES SAVED THEM MANY SEND NO MONEY) 


IMPROVE OVE THE AP? APPEARANCE-AICS tou with  YouR s SPEECH 
Don't delay. 


so oare) x, SS LiPrPrmyr 


nag yay rear stag ampipeg! 
oe of Dr. S. Lippert Dental Lab. Inc; 
Lowers 24 E. Van B Buren St., Chicago, Mil. 





| HI BALL GLASSES 
New, Daring Glasses Pep Up Parties! 


By FIRSTin your crowd to serve drinksin these 

daring, sensational glasses. On each glass is 

aninnocent, eee girl, comnty dressed. Turn 
glass around and lol—away. s her daint 
ments, artis Pietro rev: er beautiful, 





esh-colored bod ifelike rail Now look 
through theliqui aad zowie!—see what happens! 
The life of every party! lagi Pe seen. 10-02. 
washable, alcoho ie cook 6 girls, 6 poses—all 
different. Set of 6, $2.00. Set ae: 12, $3.00. Ex- 
press collect or add 25c. Order today! 

ALAN’S “Novelties Since 1914” 

1428 Orleans St., Dept. M-3, Chicago, ll. 








“ART of LOVE” 


ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET 

Also, Peaches and Browning, Dumb Dora, Maggie & Jiggs, 
Boss and Bubbles, Andy Gump & Min, Adam & Eve, French 
Stenographer, Kip & Alice, A Model’s Life, Night in Paris, 
Toots & Casper and over 100 more jokes of similar type; also 
over 70 miniature scenes of the French Type, enlargements 
can be made for you at bargain prices. In addition to 
all these, we also include 30 ACTUAL CONTACT PRINT 
PHOTOS. Montmartre type of men and women in different 
loving poses, including women alone in various poses, ete., etc. 
Remember, these are contact prints, with a GLOSSY FINISH, 
all being ACTUAL PHOTOGRAPHS made from IMPORTED 
NEGATIVES. Aliso some short stories and 12 rete interesting 
letters, You will receive ALL THE ABOVE. Send Cash, money 
order or stamps. Mailed immediately. Sent sealed. 


Special — all for $1.00 


REX SALES COMPANY 
4162 Park Avenue Dept. S. D, New York City 





SEN Solid sterling silver 

BIRTHSTONE ring, 
your size and month RY Yer 
FOR selling 4 boxes Oye 
Rosebud Salve at 250 each, i 


ROSEBUD PERFUME CO. BOX 37. Woousooan, MaRiLaNb. 
Quit Using Tobacco! | in,c 


Write for Free Booklet and Learn How. Results Satisfied 
Guaranteed or Money Refund Users 

EWELL PHARMACAL COMPANY sers 
68 Clayton Station St. Louis, Mo. 


GET ACQUAINTED CLUE 


Confidential introduction by letter. Members in every state seeking 
congenial mates. Many wealthy. If lonely write: 


R. E. SIMPSON, Box i251 Denver, Coto. 














whine of a ricochet slug, then a 
mocking laugh. 

‘*Don’t be silly, you young fool. 
Throw out the bills of sale. We 
know exactly what she stole. We 
trailed her, and you.’’ 

‘‘Come in and get ’em,’’ Slim 
challenged, wrathful at having rid- 
den into a trap: The enemy had 
eraftily lurked to learn the entire 
sense of that baffling alliance they 
thought it was. 

There was a furtive stirring out- 
side, but gloom still protected the 
besiegers. Slim did not realize 
what was in the wind until he 
smelled burning hay. Flames first 
yellowed, then reddened the gaping 
door of the barn. 

Dry as it was, it would go up like 
gunpowder. Worse than that, the 
first gray of dawn brightened the 
open ground. If he or Madge tried 
to make a break on foot, they would 
be hunted down. 

The barn was smartly ablaze. 
Choking fumes billowed in through 
the broken window. Gusts of fur- 
nace heat lashed the besieged. At 
any moment, Slim expected the 
shingles to catch afire over his 
head. And the flames would now 
expose him, whichever direction he 
tried for flight. 

‘‘Honey,’’ he choked, catching 
her hand, ‘‘you try slipping out 
yonder whilst I go out, shooting, 
tother way. You got a chanct!’’ 

“*T won’t,’’ she said. ‘‘It’s my 
father’s fault all this is happening. 
If you’re killed, (’ll feel like a mur- 
derer, and he’ll be one!’’ 

That whipped Slim to despera- 
tion. He caught her shoulder, 
shook her violently. ‘‘You damn 
little fool, get out! Your pappy’s 
dead. I shot him the night you was 
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doe foal Papen abe famed by. tbe See fthemt Read them Which runs the gol mad ofa 
Sim @icee ON APPROVAL ee ee 
INGS OF DESIRE *5% AY RACKET! oe orCennee 
The masterpi td 
gtiay ma orerpoweting of ge fs || Wf not delighted, it will cost you nothing. || tmusts Fan, By the Gernard Shaw of 
ii ¥ ' si 
ORY pasting nowy chat eves te 1 Think of itt More than 400,000 of pI s. ples the lavghe 
PASSION rood. "Av ttong emodecal {| these titles have already been sold. moss {gid ia ins the jargon of ‘Reckeet 
heart-stirrin, ing novel of a rich roué and land. Never before has dway artifice, 
his wife and the rugged Big W pute YOU can io all its blazing with illicit 
who proves more isticated than was with intrigue, teeming 
eetected’ The frank to the ques- have all swift-paced lives, been exposed tothe light 
‘What does a faithful wile owe an as in this volume. I life characters 
Soo i ete meer wis haga eplens reap Ociginally 
seller” were $2 edition. 


SENSATIONAL NOVELS 
BY MASTERS OF FICTION 


NOT ONE WORD OMITTED 

$8 Think of it—six books of thrilling fiction 
~—all recent “best sellers’—for less than 
balf the price of one of them! These six 
daring books by famous authors are so en- 
shralling, so gripping, that the public made 
them “best sellers” at $2. Every one is packed 
with romance and mystery, passion and 
intrigue . . . spell-binding in its fast moving 
action... that extra something that it takes 
to make people clamor for a copy! 





EACH FULL-SIZE BOOK IS 
COMPLETE, BOUND SEPARATELY 
AND UNEXPURGATED 

@ Each book—shown above as photographed 


in its original $2 binding—has been re- 
printed in clear, easily-read type on pages 


6% x 93 inches and bound in magazine 
style. The attractive, heavy paper covers are 
alike so that the 6 books form a handsome 
set for your library. Not one word has been 
left out! Hours of exciting entertainment 
are yours... for only 98c! 





ONLY FAMOUS “BEST SELLERS” ARE INCLUDED! 


Every book selected for its record of popularity. We are so sure you will be 


delighted with these books that we guarantee to return your purchase price in 
five days if you are not completely satisfied. Don’t miss this chance... send the 


if 
coupon today while they last! You can't lose! 


MAYFAIR PUBLISHING co., Radio Clty, 1270 SIXTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N. ¥. 








TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THIS 


ASTOUNDING OFFER NOW! 


@ We are able to make you this astonishing’ 
offer only because of our tremendous volume 
of sales and because we want to introduce 
the Mayfair Editions of “best sellers™ to 
new readers at this low price! 


MAYFAIR PUBLISHING co. 

1270 Sixth Ave., Dept 4112, New York, N. Y. 
Please send me the six best sellers. ¥ will Px, the 
eo 98c, plus a few cents postage on 


I am not completely satisfiec | will seturn 











books within five days and the purchase price 
will be refunded immediately. 

Name. 

Addi — 
to), rs wo SORE Caer egmecosseenseaagen 








If you enclose $1_with this cqupon we will 
Postage charges. Canadian Orders $1.25 in a 
Foreign orders 6 shillings in advance. 
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Do You Want A 
Baby? 


4 Many women from Coast to 
Coast, formerly childless for 
years from sterility due to 

*| functional weakness, ARE 

: NOW PROUD and HAPPY 
«31 MOTHERS from knowledge 

* and use of a simple home 
method — details of which I 
send FREE on request. Par- 





* = ents are admittedly far happier, 
healthier, and more contented 


gives the real h 
est enduring love an ene The majority of dis- 
contented, unhappy marriages are those of childless couples, 


GET THIS KNOWLEDGE FREE! 


i ay 40 years of practice in functional conditions of 
cies I developed this home method, which is described in 
my illustrated eee sent FREE ON REQUEST. It dis- 
cusses many subjects relating to the female organs and tells 
how you too may often combat your troubles as have others 
who re; arrival of babies after being childless for years, 
due to functional weakness and report as ret Batistector card 
relief by this home method. DR. H. WILL EL! 

and Fellx Sts., Suite 1432-m ST. JOSEPH, MISSOURI 


GARLIC-PARSLEY an Aid in 
HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE 


Medical reports say that Garlic-Parsley concentrate has a 
double action in reducing high blood pressure. First, it tends 
to relax tightened arteries. Second, it checks or inhibits de- 
composition of waste matter in the bowels, a contributory 
cause of high blood pressure. To get concentrated garlic and 
arsley in odorless, tasteless form, ask your druggist for AL- 
IMIN Essence of Garlic-Parsley Tablets. aseeiD ox 50c; super- 
size money-saving a packs ge, $1.00. ALLIMIN used repeatedly at 
regularintervals aidsin reducing blood A esra bry and relieving head- 
ache and dizziness caused by excessiv 
what raises your bl Pressure and for ical treatment consult 
your doctor, For free sample and booklet of valuable information 


oat ‘h Pare jure, W 
TIEN CO., 54 W. Illinois, Dept. 113, Chicago 





high readings. To learn 





BEAUTIFUL 
Natural-Looking 


eyed 


FALSE TEETH 


LOWEST PRICES 


SEND NO 


ge 
by MAIL 
sone Lae Have thousands 


ao JARANTEE of 
payments 
forms, irene: catalog. 


FREE mouth- 

ret a pe a ee 

UNITED Suh ee Le DENTAL ‘COMPANY 
Dept. 1264 jiiwaukee Ay jicago, ttl. 


NOVELTIES 


Tillie and Mac, Toots and Casper, Boss and Bupa Hatole Teen 
and Lillums, Boob McNutt and Pearl, Kip and ice, Adam and 
Eve, The End of Helen, A Model's Life. Dumb Dee A ackaloe’s 
Dream, Winnie Winkle, Farmer’s Daughter, and over 100 more 
jokes of similar type. Aiso 100 miniature scenes including scenes 
of girls alone and Montmartre of men and women in different 





Aiso 20 assorted postcards including genuine photo poses of 
women alone, men and women in different poses and drawings of 
famous artists and 12 gay love letters. 

All the above will be mailed to you the same eh the order is 

received. Send cash, stamps, or money order. Atl for $1.00. 
PLAZA Paes COMPANY 

Dopt. MF 114t Broadway New York City 





in Paso del Norte. I didn’t know 
’twas him that was beefing our 
critters, but I kilt him!’’ 

Horrer widened her eyes. He re- 
peated, ‘‘I kilt him. Now git out; 
you got no call to stick with me. 
Git, yeu fool, I’m going out a- 
shooting !’’ 

He had found and loaded a sec- 
ond .45. Gun in each hand, he 
bounded toward the side furthest 
from the fire. He had thrust the 
evidence in his shirt. Grimly he 
saw that his death would still nail 
Kenyon. The’d not search his rid- 
dled carcass; they’d assume the 
evidence had gone up in smoke. 
But when the old man found him, 
they’d be sunk, the s! 

Though four men had circled to 
await his break, regardless of di- 
rection, he still caught them mo- 
mentarily off guard. His long legs 
seemed to cover yards at a stretch 
as he zigzagged, ducked, guns blaz- 
ing for an instant, then silent dur- 
ing another bound. The enemy 
fired as they concentrated to eut off 
his flight. 

Lead whipped past him. One of 
the raiders jerked back, and lurched 
into the open. Then Slim caught a 
glimpse of big Burt Kenyon. He 
shifted, spraying lead. He missed, 
and a hammer impact from the 
other flank made him spin, numb 
and helpless; his guns would not 
work any more. 

Kenyon shouted, ‘‘Where’s the 
girl? You, Hubbell! Doran!”’ 

‘‘Watch it!’? someone howled 
above the roaring flames. 





_o ducked. Somewhere, 

Madge screamed, but no one 

heard. Pounding hoofs shook the 
(Continued on page 117) 
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Do a man’s sex needs cease when he is given a number instead of a name? Every grown person knows 
that the answer to this question is ‘“NO!’’—yet until now no one has dared to tackle the problem of 
SEX LIFE IN PRISONS with fearless realism! The amazing book illustrated below proves how hope- 
less it is to expect sex to take a holiday. It reveals with astonishing 

candor what happens to the sex passions of prisoners—how normal gi 

desires become abnormal—how SEX becomes to convicts a wild need 
ready to kill, to mutilate in order to find satisfaction! 
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DO CONVICTS REMAIN SEXUALLY SANE? 


Now at last the greatest authority on prison life in America has 
pulled aside the veil of hypocrisy, and revealed the facts of sexual 
degeneracy among convicts. J. F. Fishman, for 18 years Federal 
Inspector of Prisons, has dared to lay the truth before the American 
public. Nothing like this has ever before been published—nowhere 
in all the literature of America is there such a candid, frank and 
fearless expose of this great social evil—the depraving and degen- 
erating influence of prison life on convicts. Dr. Harry Elmer Barnes, 
world’s famous sociologist and historian, says, “If one were con- 
sciously to plan an institution perfectly designed to promote sexual 
degeneracy he would create the modern prison.” That is the situa- 
tion which until this book was published, was hidden by a hush-hush 
policy of prudery! 

Now the truth is exposed! In- 
spector Fishman visited more 
than 3500 prisons and jails in an 
official capacity representing the 
United States Government. In 
SEX LIFE IN PRISONS he re- 
veals publicly for the first time 
mountains of confidential and 
inside information, facts and 
case histories, 


A Burning Social Problem 


Day after day newspapers throughout 
the coun report brutal sex crimes 
committed by ex-convicts. What is to be 
done about it? Sudden assaults, rape, 
degrading self-abuse, trickery, bribery, 
homosexuality, exhibitionism, lesbian- 
ism—-what a sorry list of perversions 
result from prison life! It took daring 
indeed to reveal these truths without 
eamoufiaging them——but only a daring 
expose can rouse the public to meet this 
burning social problem. You may shud- 
der or be shocked when you read these 
pages but you will have a much better 
understanding of the dangers that lurk 
in every community, of why there are 
so Many innocent sex crime victims. 


Startling Facts About Sex Intrigues 


The ‘Kangaroo Court’’—Spread of disease in prisons—Sex 
dreaming—Tantalizing memory fantasies—Prevalent ab- 
normal practices—Do prisoners’ wives remain faithful?— 
A startling Innovation for solving the problem, 





It is truly amazing what queer practices prisoners will 
attempt to gain sexual gratification. No detective stories, 
no mere brain-created thrillers equal these bizarre es- 
capades. The characters and plots of fiction are pale 


indeed alongside these true stories! Only life itself, 
twisted and distorted by the unnatural conditions of prison SEND NO MONEY NOW 
existence could produce such unbelievable episodes. iphisin dust) apalimneel oPathe on thane cYou inet ace lthe 


Here are a few of the topics covered in this big 256-page book itself to realize how astonishing it is! Why not order 
book (with 6 full-page illustrations): Sex Life in the your copy now? The regular price of $3.00 has been re- 


Army and Navy—In boarding schools—Punishment for duced for a limited time to only $1.98. Send no money— 
homosexual practices in the Navy—Sex fantasies of pris- eo meu ine Couup or wi tie Youn sanie ae address ay pay 
oners—Sex problems of female inmates—Male wardens of Treats eating you mey return tne Folie ta 6 no Bae 
female prisons—Desperate daring of sex starved convicts— receive a full refund of your payment. Thi isthe : 
An astonishing case history—Women’s tricks—Male work- order form is ready for re rtf Now! ie convenient 
men in female quarters—An ingeniously arranged affair— ee , 








Exhibitionism—Intimacies of officials with female crim- 
inals—The ‘‘third sex'’—Vicious “‘courting” of innocents = BERBER RES ER EES 
by *‘wolves —Catching them in the act—‘‘Crazy with NATIONAL LIBRARY PRESS, DEPT. 150 
passion’’—Why the open shower room was abolished— 210 West 42nd St., New York, N. Y. 
5 Forward at once, in plain wrapper, a copy of SEX LIFE IN 
PRISONS by former I ector Fishman. I will pay post- 
ii} man $1.98 (plus postage) when the book arrives, with the 
DARING! COURAGEOUS! understanding that if I do not find it satisfactory and send I 
S s it back to you in five days you will refund my payment 
“The author lays bare a topic that too often has been a in full. (if payment accompanies order, ook is sent E 
spoken of in whispers, or altogether ignored.’’ That is postage free. Same return privileges.) 
what Prof. Sheldon Glueck, of Harvard University Law B 
pebeels seve ce oe IN Pa EONG ARG continues: a 
“It was high time someone shou the plain, 
unvarnished tale unfolded in this book. . .. A real. NAME pecccrcccsecscesscsecscscss AGE, cccccccccs 
istic stripping of the veil from a situation that needs a Give Age—Sold only to adults) E 
to be aired.’’ Dr. G. Kirchwey, former Warden of Sing 
Sing, says, ‘‘A book of courage and insight by one who E | 
knows the prisons.’’ ADDRESS... ssscccecessscescsecssssscecvscoresery 


cee STATE, 


cITy . 
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Learn this 
Profitable 





in 90 Days at Home 


Hundreds of men and women of all ages 18-50 make $10.00 to 
$20.00 in a single day giving scientific Swedish Massage aia 
Hydro-Therapy treatments. There is a big demand from 
Hospitals, Sanitariums, Clubs, Doctors and private patients 
as well as opportunities for establishing your own office 
Learn this interesting money-making profession in your own 
home by mail through our home study course, Same 
instructors as in our NATIONALLY KNOWN resident school. 
A diploma is awarded upon completion of the course. Course 
can be completed in 8 to 4 months. High 
School training is not necessary. Many earn 
big money while learning. 


Anatomy, oo and Bookiet 
FREE 




















Enroll now and we will include uniform 
veils dictionary, patented reducing Rea 
and Hydro-Therapy supplies Chere cost. The 
reducing course alone may worth many 
times the modest tuition fee. 

Send coupon now for Anatomy Charts and book- 
let containing photographs and_ letters eran 


successful graduates. These will all be 


postpaid——FREE. 









the College of Swedish Massage = 

(Successor to National College Of Massage) 

Dept. 851, 1601 Warren Boulevard, Chicago 

You may send me FREE and postpaid, Anatomy Charts, booklet 
containing photographs and letters from graduates and complete 
details of your offer. 


Address... 
City... 





Pel for Piles is a time proven remedy. The re- 
lief it gives 1s so prompt, so profound, and so 
‘prolonged that it often makes more drastic 
measures unnecessary. 
Pel is sold on an unconditional money back 
guarantee. If you are not completely satisfied, 
return the tube and your money will be ~ 
promptly refunded. Don't delay. Send your 
dollar today for a tube of Pel prepaid. 
(Postage 1s extra on C.O.D. orders.) 






Reliable Remedies Co. $ 

: 1% 

B-207 W. 79th Street nest 
New York City PAID 


ANY PHOTO ) ENLARGED 


Size 8x19 inches or smalier if 


caer ears price Oe on mites oF Cc 
bust form, groups, landscapes, pe 
animals, 


etc., or enlargements of go any 
‘3 for $1.00 


part of group picture. feats return 
original photo guarant 
hs 
SEND NO ) MONEY se 
and within a week cow will receive your uti # 
enlargement, d fadeless. Pay posteen ie 4Tc ne 
o— pe) rage med order 


Pc eV epg BEA Bie Tad 
today. Specify coe wanted, 





The 
Woman 
Nobody 

Knows 


(Continued from page 53) 


was going to pop. She said, ‘*‘ You 
attend to your own business! What 
right have you to tell me what to 
do?’’ 

He laughed. ‘‘Right? I’ve every 
right in the world! The man’s no 
good. You leave him alone or you’ll 
be sorry. Another thing I don’t 
like you parading around half 
dressed like you’ve been doing!”’ 

Whack goes her palm against his 
cheek! That George was no man 
for a girl to slap, although he 
didn’t kiss her like he had Lisbeth. 
Instead he grabbed her and shook 
hell out of her. ... Then before she 
could get her breath back, he 
flopped her over his knees and gave 
her a darn good paddy-whacking. 
And that little nightie of hers 
wasn’t any protection at all, be- 
lieve you me! 

Afterward back in the bunkhouse 
I got pretty sore. I said to myself: 
Limpy, what did he mean, he had 
every right to tell her what to do? 
Dern it, the two timing snake! And 
I thought he was a better man than 
Dancy! And instead he’s a worse 
chaser than Dancy hisself! 

So the next morning I wouldn’t 
even take a cigarette when he of- 
fered it to me. I smoked a couple 


; ze. careers 
BTANDARD ART STUDIOS. 1198 Jotterson St. Dest. 1908-n, chteage | OL Mary Smith’s instead. 
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New Improved 
INVENTION 


Serves Thousands with 


SATISFACTORY 


Results 





Af . 2 

Nervous Debility, Frequent Night Rising, Leg Pains, 
Lame Back, Lumbago, Sexual Weakness, Kidney and 
Bladder Trouble, Chronic Constipation, Despon ency, 
Restlessness at Night are only some of the ailments, 


differing in individuals, that can often be ascribed to 
lesion of the Prostate Gland. 


COUNTLESS NUMBERS AFFLICTED 


Countless numbers of men suffer from these ailments, 
weaknesses and other physical shortcomings without 
knowing that very frequently they are caused by 
prostate failure. 


MANY DOCTORS ENDORSE MASSAGE 


Massaging for the alleviation of Prostate Trouble has 
been con by Physicians for many years, and some 
of the most outstanding authorities in the medical 
profession recommend Massage as a safe effective 
treatment. (See Reference Book of the Medical Sci- 
ences, Vol. VII, 8rd Edition.) 


USE “PROSAGER” 


—a new invention which enables any man to massage 
his Prostate Gland in the privacy of his home. 

It often brings relief with the first treatment and 
must help or it costs you nothing. No drugs or elec- 
tricity. 





Will EnZp fe t Mer Measure 
You Dee Gia Bey 






DR. W. D. SMITH, Inventor 


UNSOLICITED LETTERS OF GRATITUDE 


We receive each month scores of testi- 

monial letters for benefits received. The 
following are extracts taken from let- 
ters of a few of the satisfied users of our 
“Prosager.” 
: Mr. W. A. Brady, R. R. 5, Anderson, 
Ind., writes: “I must say that I shall al- 
ways be praising your Prosager, for it 
is a God-send to suffering humanity.” 


Mr. Jos. Weaver, A eh Virginia, 
e 


writes: “I must say that thi er is 
Tie aad no 
es. Money wo , that is, 
if I could not get aiwthen’ 
Mr. W. Scott Lane, Leeds 


, Maine, 
states: “Fhe Prosager is doing wonders 
for me.” 


We do not publish our users letters un- 
less we have their permission to do so. 





FREE BOOKLET Explains Vital Details and Our TRIAL OFFER 


A one cent post card with name and address plainly twritten is all that is necessary, address card to 


MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO. B-6036 
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NEED RELIEF From AGONY of 


STOMACH ULCERS 


Caused by Gastric Hyperacidity 


If you are one of those men or women who 
have “tried everything” and given up hope 
of relief we urge you to try this effective, 
yet simple inexpensive way at home. Pain 
and distress relieved from the start. Num- 
bers report they were saved from expensive 
operations. If after meals and at night you 
have pain and distress from Gas, Acid, Sour 
Stomach. or Ulcers due to gastric hyperacidity write for 
FREE valuable booklet with information as to 
guaranteed trial offer. 


TWIN CITY VON COMPANY, Dept. 286, St. Paul, Minn. 




















SAVE 90 DAYS’ TRIAL 


If you need teeth, but do not 

HALF care to spend much money, my 

fe) pieaseny economy pre e 

what you wan guarantee 

MORE plan gives you three mvnths’ 

trial to see how the pee and look. Your money back if not per- 

fectly satisfied any time during 90 days’ trial. I have thousands of 

satisfied customers wearing my dental plates made by mail. My 
Special Method is founded on 30 YEARS’ EXPERIENCE. 

SEND NO MONEY 

rite TODAY for FREE Booklet and impression material. 
DR. CLEVELAND 503-05 Missouri Ave. 
Dental Laboratory, Dept. 6i-T, E. St. Louis, Il. 


ip FURS( 


nt Birds, Animals an. Weteach 
Animals, 


you at Home. Mount 
gene Maks al Iho KROME LEATH 


apart 
FRE EE BOOK serrer cl seus ha Pa] \ 
Rerthwestern School of Taxidermy, 1869 Elwood bidg-, Omaha, Nebr 


ECZEMA 


Don’t neglect it! Don’t despair! Try a well known Skin Speciale 8 
combination ‘Home Treatment” which {1s giving hundreds of suf 
ferers the first real relief in years, from the miseries caused by 
this Ge Write today for FREE particulars and 
INVINCIN 
DR. RUDOLPH HOERMANN, tnc., 2200 N. Third St., 
Suite 419, Midwaukee, Wis. 


SMOKERS NOVELTIES 


6 iustrated Cartoon Booktets (Vest Pocket Size) 20 Postcard 
Size Pictures of Artful of fotouranhs ot. the finest quality. 

.c, Toots and Casper, Boss ubbles, Harold Teen 

McNutt and Pearl, Kip ane rape 





similar type. Also, | 3 pocket Novelties. 
day order is received 
Special, , All for $1.00 
Ps or Money Order 
MONTMARTRE CO. (Dept. JR) 


6 West 28th St. New York City 


ENJOY LIFE 


ee BACK IF NOT ster 








fomen—Feel peppy. rel hing, 
healthtul ANGELA MATE. Acts Tike a pop tonic. 
Take ANGELA MATE. ess, no injurious dru 
4 eaibe Betletous. and stimulating. | Praise a 
usandg an many p jans, weeks’ supply 81; 
OLD, plus postase. NORTH AMERICAN MATE CO., Dept. 40- 
420 Greenwich St.. New York City. 
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As’ USUAL, McAdams and the 

Professor and Miss Candace 
and Dancy saddled up for the 
morning ride. I sent George down 
in the south pasture to look after 
something or other, mostly because 
it’s a hard ride, and I saw to it that 
Lisbeth stayed at the house. That 
left me and Mary Smith to talk 
things over at the barn. She was a 
right smart girl, that Mary. 

But about eleven thirty all hell 
broke loose. A horse came gallop- 
ing into the barnyard with some- 
one swaying and weaving in the 
saddle. I ran out and pulled him 
off and, dern it, it was the Profes- 
sor! He was all blood covered from 
a gash in his head and so excited 
he couldn’t hardly talk. He yelled, 
‘*Where’s Mr. Tedford and Miss 
Smith? Quick, get me to them, Mc- 
Adams has gone crazy!’’ 

We got him in the house and 
poured a drink down him. He 
bawled like a branded calf, bab- 
bling, ‘‘We were riding along talk- 
ing when I felt my cinch giving and 
I asked Dancy to fix it! While 
he was leaned over, McAdams 
wheeled by and hit him in the head 
with a gun butt! Then he turned 
the gun on me and Miss Candace 
and made us ride down into the 
malpais with him. He’s a madman, 
I tell you! He’d have killed me only 
he wanted to use me. He made me 
promise to give this letter to Miss 
e| Smith !’’ 

He sucked at his whiskey again 
and Miss Smith very calmly took 
the letter and opened it. Dern her, 
her hands didn’t even shake. She 
read it aloud. ‘‘Miss Smith: I 
know who your companion is. Iam 
a desperate man and will not hesi- 


*!tate te kil her unless you follow 
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instructions. You have two days to 
raise $100,000 in small bills. When 
you have the money attach a white 
flag to the flagpole and have the 
Professor bring it to the cairn of 
rocks on Indian Butte. There he 
will find other instructions. I’m 
desperate and all hell can’t stop 
me. McAdams.’’ 

Miss Smith said, 
‘*Where’s the phone?’’ 

‘What you going to do?” 
bleated the Professor. ‘‘Call the 
police? He’ll kill her, I tell you he’s 
desperate !’’ 

She answered, ‘‘Certainly not! 
I’m going to make arrangements 


calm like, 


with the same story, only he wasn’t 
sure who hit him. He came to and 
couldn’t find the party so he rode 
home without them! 

Pretty soon George came in and 
heard what had happened. He be- 
gan to ask questions like he was a 
Pinkerton man and somehow or 
other everybody answered them 
right sudden. He was a new 
George, a George that I hadn’t 
seen. Him and Mary Smith walked 
out to the barn by themselves and 
began talking things over. 

Dancy was just like a kid that 
had lost its candy. He kept yelling, 
‘We got to do something! I love 


her and she loves me and we’re 
going to get married. I won’t lose 
her!’’ What he meant was he 


for the money!’’ She was the calm- 
est of us all, I tell you. And while 
she was phoning, in came Dancy 





A LIFETIME BUSINESS 


@Gou CAN RUN AT HOME/ 


No Selling . . No Canvassing . . No Studying 
From coast to coast, men and women of all ages are turning 
idle hours into cash in this fascinating spare-time or full time 
business—working right at home—baecked by a company that 
has been helping “home workers” for over a quarter of a 
century. We paid Mrs. M. M., of Texas $238 during three 
weeks. Mr. J. T. of Eveleth, Minn., pocketed $289.46. These 
exceptional earnings show possibilities of this unusual work- 
at-home plan. 


WE FURNISH MATERIALS 


Recent opening of our 25 branches—from Maine to California, for marketing of patented 
“SNOW KING GIANT MUSHROOMS” makes necessary immediate appointment of hun- 
dreds of new ‘‘home growers."” We supply materials, and show every step in pictures! 
Guaranteed market for your crops—backed by company established 1908! Big illustrated 
book sent in plain wrapper. gives details—shows if your cellar, shed, or barn is suitable. 
Write for FREE copy todayi (No solicitor will call.) 


UNITED MUSHROOM CO., 3848 Lincoin Ave., Dept. 416, Chicago, Ill. 


SOMNGQUREDEAASATSENSSSLCCHAEDANMGLENSTOTEA SECA AEE SS TET EST ATED DUGERGGEEESRTSLTAAASUARSASSE ASO SS RADU SEAR ASN ASSET 
= United Mushroom Co., 3848 Lincoln Ave., Dept. 416, Chicago, lit, 
= Send FREE booklet and guaranteed success plan. 









“ . . We've stopped worrying 
about money since using 
United’s Plan.” 





as full year’s subscription [o 
“HANDY-HINTS” if you answer 
“Handy-Hints” is a newspaper de- 
voted to ‘‘earn-money-at-home’’ opportunities. 
Telis how hundreds turn idle hours to cash. A 
full year’s subscription FREE if you hurry. 
Nothing to buy. No obligation. Tite today! 


FREE 
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Married Secrets Told 


TRIAL SIZE 25¢ 


When delayed, don’t be alarmed, dis- 
couraged, unprepared! You can now 
depend on this wonderful A. M. 

4 Periodic Relief Compound (Double 
XX Strength). Quick in action. 

Powerful, yet absolutely SAFE, 

harmless, easy to take without pain or 
inconvenience. Produces unbelievable re- 
markable results, some say magic-like! Generally 
relieves the most puzzling, overdue, b ocatic, F 

ing, suppressed, scanty, unnatural delays. If 
you are skeptical after trying other methods 
without success, we will —s Paes a trial size 
Double XX Strength for 25c 


SEND NO MONEY 


You need not nd one cent with your order. Just pay poses 
when your package is abel to you. You can save P. 


charges if you send money with 

your order. Your muney L safe IRONCLAD GUARANTEE 
We absolutely guarantee 
satisfaction the first 









With us. d Guarantee. Send 
2.00 for Box Double XX 
trength. a .TripleX XX 

irene th SG. pte arty judge—we take your word. 


Read What Grateful Women Say! 


E.K., lage pe ap writes, “Your pills worked wonders for me. 
oe a ‘delay of nine (9 ba? and ne yrs grlz 4 be 3 box, the flow 
started without any 


tes, “I had 

missed 1 month a: f aaa | cg in 15 minutes Le taking 

my last pill I was O. K., and thanks to America’s Medicine, 

FREE for it done the work for me!”’ Free Booklet “Secrets 

larried Women Should Know” will be sent to 

BOOKLET you besides literature on Feminine Hygiene. Don’t 
be late— your order FODAY 

AMERICA’S MEDICINE (Women’s Dept. 17-D) 


620 Orleans Street, Chicago, MWinois 


TILLIE & MAC 


NEW STUFF 
Also Peaches & Browning, Adam & Eve, French Stenog- 
rapher, Kip and Alice, A Model’s Life, Night in Paris, 
Bachelor’s Dream, Gus & Gussie, and over 100 more of 
similar type, also over 70 miniature pictures of the 
French type, enlargements can be made up for you at 
BARGAIN prices. In addition to all these, we also in- 
clude 40 ACTUAL PHOTOS, Montmartre type of Men 
and Women in different poses, including women alone in 
various poses, etc. Remember, these are all contact 
photos with a GLOSSY FINISH to bring out the finer 
fear being actual PHOTOGRAPHS from IMPORTED 
NEGATIVES. Also some short stories and 12 quite in- 

teresting Ietters with double meaning. 
You will receive ALL THE ABOVE. ar cash, = 

order or stamps. Immediate shipment. Mailed sealed 


SPECIAL—ALL FOR $1.00 
FRENCH IMPORT CO., Dept. D. S. 
4158 Park Ave., N. Y¥. City 


LONELY? fers: 
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Write EVAN MOORE, Box 983, JACKSONVILLE, FLA. 


















Cartoon Stag Party Booklets?! 


Fast selling variety of vest oghetee booklets. 





Low ces different booklets........., 
36 assorted ate. ee 
SPE S My AL 490 assorted | booklets. 5 132: 0 


WANT! FREE CATA oc 
MAILED PREPAID 
Send Gash or Money Order for immediate delivery. 


HERBERT MAY, 
41 Union Square, Suite J-36, New York Clty 


wouldn’t lose that hundred million 
dollars! 

Lisbeth felt pretty bad, I tell 
you, and George was too danged 
busy to comfort her. Not that I’d 
have let him anyway. 

I went out to the bunkhouse play- 
ing a hunch and dug in my warbag. 
Sure enough, I had the letters and 
papers McAdams had dropped the 


of jnight he tried to commit suicide. 


And one of them was a letter tell- 
ing him he’d have to make up a 
hundred thousand dollar deficit in 
his business or go to jail! No won- 
der he took a chance on kidnaping 
the richest girl in the world! 


[ say this for Mary Smith— 

she got action. Long about 
three in the morning a plane 
landed east of the big pasture and 
when it took off, ten minutes later, 
Mary had a suitcase with a hun- 
dred thousand dollars in small 
bills! Dancy came to me and licked 
his lips and he said, ‘‘Limpy, did 
you ever stop to think how grate- 
ful Candace would be to the fellow 
that rescued her?’’ 

I knew what he meant. He meant 
he’d be a hero and she’d sure 
marry him, her and all that money. 
But the idea he had wasn’t so bad. 

So we talked it over with the 
Professor and he was so scared he 
agreed! Here was our plan. Me 
and Dancy would sneak away now, 
ang |1n the dark and get pretty close to 
at | that butte. McAdams no doubt had 
a spy glass but he couldn’t see us 
in the dark. We’d have a good 
start before the others ran up the 
white flag to show they had the 
money. As soon as the professor 
showed up at the Butte with the 
money, we could pick off Me- 
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Adams, if he showed, or stay hid- 
den if the new instructions said for 
the professor to go back to the 
Boxed T. Simple, wasn’t it? 
That’s what we thought! 

So we rode off right after false 
dawn, keeping to the brush, until 
we got fairly close to the cairn of 
rocks on Indian Butte. Pretty 
soon, few minutes after sun up, 
here came the Professor picking 
his way along on a horse, the hand- 
bag tied to the saddle horn. 

He stopped at the cairn of rocks, 
looked sort of bewildered, then 
suddenly he reached down and 
picked up a piece of paper. He 
didn’t let on he knew we were cov- 
ering him up. Dancy was shaking 
there in the sage beside me, and I 
got my gun in my hand ready to 
cut loose if Adams showed up. But 
he didn’t. Instead the Professor 
scratched his head, got on his horse 
and headed over the malpais away 
from the ranch. We had to give 
him a start, then we followed on 
foot, keeping down much as we 
could. 

It was plenty hard going over 
them sharp rocks and once or twice 
I thought Dancy would quit. 


‘‘Think of all them _ millions, 
Danee,’’ I told him and he come 
along quicker. 

Pretty soon we got to a sort of a 
deep cut that narrowed down to a 
three foot entrance in solid rock. 
Both of us hung back, not wanting 
to go first, I reckon, so I finally 
went tiptoeing on, Dancy right at 
my elbow. We stepped into a sort 
of room, the tops of the side cliffs 
almost touching for a ceiling. And 
there, right before our eyes, tied 
down on a crude cot was Miss Can- 
dace! 

She hadn’t been treated very 
nice, you could tell that! Most of 
her clothes had been stripped off 
her, and she was all bruised and 
scratched. 

She gasped, ‘‘Dancy!”’ 

Dancy yelled, ‘‘Sweetheart! I’ve 
saved you!’’ 

He started running toward her, 
and from a rock niche behind me 
came a voice saying, ‘‘ Very pretty! 
Just drop the guns, both of you. 
Easy, you fools!”’ 


SG URE, we dropped them, Dancy 
quicker than me. You’d have 
never known the Professor. He 





Women! Delayed? 


Use Genuine MENSTRUA when delayed! REMARKABLY 
SPEEDY RESULTS reported in many unusual, overdue, difficult, 
abnormal delays, without pain or inconvenience, 

QUICKER ACTING 
Especially recommended where ordinary relief compounds might 
fail, as QUICKER ACTING and much easier and sooner assimi- 
lated by body. Not an experiment but widely known for years, 
and of a type often favored by physicians. 

SO COSTLY RARELY OFFERED 
Costs us up to 300% more than ordinary relief compounds, but costs 
you no more! Tasteless, easy to take. Contains no dope, no nar- 
cotics, no opiates, no habit-forming drugs, no harsh drastic min- 
eral poisons to punish the body—only pure, laboratory-tested 
vegetable ingredients used for many years by physicians all over 
the world. Often, even after they had given up hope, women 
repert quick, pleasant, easy return of the flow. 
EAD WHAT SATISFIED CUSTOMERS SAY 

Wonderful, enthusiastic testimonials, M.I. ‘3 months overdue, 
Tried different remedies & nothing worked except Menstrua.’’ 


PURITY PRODUCTS CO., 


6001 Harper Avenue, Dept. 1WM5, 


0. N. “Missed 8 months. Menstrua deserves wonderful praise.’’ 
% W. ‘‘4 other remedies failed. Menstrua relieved 6 weeks delay.’” 
A. F, ‘9 doses relieved 7 weeks delay. Splendid.”” M.M. ‘“De- 
layed 9 weeks. 4% box worked. Other remedies failed. Amazing.’’ 
L. G. ‘Relieved 2 delays (5 weeks & 9 weeks). Wonderful. Pain- 
less."” F.D. “Tried many similar medicines. None ever worked. 
Imagine my surprise & happiness when after missing 2 periods 
Menstrua did the trick. ”* KE. W. ‘‘Missed 2 months & 1 box brought 
wonderful results.’’ E, Y. pee several similar products failed, 
Menstrua ci ona work, 

THING BETTER THAN MENSTRUA 
When you ome MENSTRUA, we will not send literature telling 
of something better and ‘‘stronger,’’ for we have only one relief 
compound—the best we can procure! In MENSTRUA we offer you 
our BEST product FIRST, and at the lowest possible price—a 
price no higher than asked for ordinary relief compounds. PURITY 
GUARANTEED! Price $2.00. Orders rushed same day received, 
postpaid, in plain sealed box. “PRICELESS INFORMATION” 


free with order. 
CHICAGO, ILL. 
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didn’t have that questioning look 
in his eyes now, and he didn’t look 
potbellied nor nothing. He just 
looked mean, a big gun in each 
hand, his blue lips pulled back from 
his teeth. 

He laughed all the time Dancy 
was tying me up, and he laughed 
even harder while he was hog tying 
Dancy. 

He said, ‘‘So you thought Mce- 
Adams hit you yesterday morning, 
dimwit? McAdams didn’t! I did!’ 

I said, ‘‘You and McAdams was 
partners, hanh?’’ 

And he laughed again and said, 
‘YT never work with a partner. Me- 
Adams is dead. I shot him right 
after I hit Dancy.”’ 

So old Dancy, he began to blub- 
ber. He wailed, ‘‘Don’t kill me, 
mister. Honest to God I won’t tell 
on you! Let me go and I[’ll keep 
still! I’ even leave the country! 
Don’t kill me!’’ 

Me, all I could think of was Miss 
Candace. An old man don’t mind 


HOW TO WIN 
SUCCESS IN LOVE! 





A DARING DESCRIPTION FOR MEN AND 
WOMEN OF THE ART OF LOVE-MAKING 


When you meet a person who strongly attracts you—will you know 
how to capture and hold this person? Or will you stammer and 
flush with nervousness? Will you ruin your chances for sweet 
happiness by a poor approach—a tactless remark—an awkward 
action? To win love when it comes you must know its strategy 
and ways. You must learn te MASTER LOVE—you must qa 
YOUR PART in ws exciting, breath-taking drama of LOVE. Do 
it by reading. . 
THE ART OF LOVE by Ovid 
Scie 2000-year-old love guide which reveals with shameless 
pride the intimate advice of a master love-maker. 

Nowhere will you find such open and expert guidance in the art of 
wooing and winning a mate, Even in the days of decadent Rome, 
when the author lived, Augustus Caesar found these writings so 
erotic and sensational he banished Ovid from the country. Now 
every single word Ovid ever wrote on “The ART OF LOVE’—ail 
his secrets, his amazing methods, his ever-successful tactics—you 
can read exactly as the author wrote them. 


ATTRACTING THE OPPOSITE SEX 


When you meet a man or woman who sets you aflame with desire, 
can you awaken the same blazing interest in the other person? 
If you are repulsed what are you to do? How important is beauty? 
it explains and solves your questions on Jealousy, Preparation for 
Marriage, Sex Practice In Marriage, Age and the Sexual Impulse, 
Ways of Courtship, the Dangerous Age in Men, First Union, and 
many other questions on Sexual, Love and Happiness Problems. 
What does a man seek in a woman—and what does a woman seek 
in a man? What to say and do when the passions boil? These 
and thousands of other intimate details and answers te your 
questions are explained in ‘‘The Art of Love.’’ 


FR E E! SEND NO MONEY! 


dying much, but she was young. 
Learn the art of love by send- 
Mia to WERE LGGH atone’? ing for this fascinating book. 
—a_ book exataring the art of 


eae ees cae = i asked him. ie 

ciate itt] geatarer ieee | “What, do you think?” he 
Reenter ieee el ar mete me en ocenecs Ce: tainly ane | Rave te 
eer FREE with each arder'or| Bo'ndt Wows outings | die. They'll think the Professor 
was killed too, and the body hid- 

den. Oh, it’s quite safe.’’ 
You couldn’t hardly hear him 
for Dancy’s blubbering. The Pro- 
fessor walked over and kicked him 
still. He sneered at him, ‘‘I’ve been 
watching you ever since I came to 
the Boxed T. The big bad west, 
where men are men! Bah! You 
sniveling rat! I’m a scientist, 
Spencer, and I’m going to give you 
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COLONY. BOOK < co. Dept. "M-23 
80 Church Street, New York, NOY: 
Gentlemen: Please send me ‘The Art of Love’’ in plain wrapper. 
I will pay the postman $2.98 (plus postage) on delivery. If not 
completely satisfied, I may return the book and my money will be 
refunded. Also send me FREE, the book ‘‘How to Write Love 
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City and State 
O Check here if enclosing $3.00 with this coupon, in which case we 
pay the postage. Same guarantee of satisfaction and return privi- 
Jege, of course. 

(Foreign orders must enclose $3.00) 


Dancy, ‘‘anything!’’ 
Calmly the Professor took a 


YOU CAN’T FIGHT A WOMAN 


(Continued from page 108) 


ground. Slim, recovering a little, 
saw two riders charging hell bent. 
His old man and Whitey Harris, a 
cowpuncher, had been attracted by 
the flames. They could not have 
distinguished pistol shots from the 
crackle of blazing wood, tinder- 
dry. 

They were riding into a trap. 
Slim tried te yell, tried to shoot. 
God, wouldn’t they see it was more 
than just a fire! 

Kenyon, thinking Slim finished, 
was turning his fire on old man 
Crane. Hubbell’s gun was dancing. 
The two riders piled from their 
saddles, pulling iron as_ they 
dropped; but the roll of the ground 
was their only cover. The raiders’ 
slugs kicked up spurts of dust. An- 
swering fire whistled over Slim’s 
head; the buffalo gun was roaring. 

Then Slim cocked his gun with 
his teeth. He yelled a challenge, 
and as Kenyon jerked up, the kid’s 
45 did. its work. And the smack of 
a Winchester, tying into the roar 
of the Colt, cleared the deck. 

Madge, coming out of the house, 
flung the rifle on the ground. 

‘It was empty,”’ she cried, ‘‘and 
I fumbled the shells till the last sec- 
ond. Why didn’t you wait?”’ 

Slim staggering toward his 
father, hailed Whitey Harris. The 
cowpuncher, wounded by that first 
volley, was clawing a red splash on 
his chest. ‘‘ We seen the blaze,’’ he 
choked. 

Madge caught him as he sagged. 
He thrust her aside. ‘‘ Look to Dad 
Crane, he’s damn neart finished.’’ 

Slim knew that, even before 
Whitey spoke. The old man forced 
a grin, tried to speak, then slumped 
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in a heap. Madge, now at Slim’s 
side, caught his arm. ‘‘Are you 
hurt bad? What can I do?’’ 
The kid’s drawn face twitched. 
‘“‘Wix Whitey. I just got a rib 
knocked loose and my shoulder 
drilled. And what the hell you do- 
ing here? I told you—I told you 
what I’d gone and done. Get out, 


_I can’t stand looking at you. You 


know what I done!’’ 


**T know.’’ Her lovely face was 
pained and weary. Tears gleamed 
in her eyes, and cut white paths 
through the dust and smoke stain 
of her cheeks. She shook her head, 
very slowly. ‘‘ First I couldn’t be- 
lieve you. Then I went wild, but 
when I got the gun loaded—Siim, 
I couldn’t hate you enough, so I 
fired at them, instead.”’ 

‘‘Uh—what?’’? He couldn’t be- 
lieve all the implications. 

**No,’’ she solemnly went on. 
‘¢ All this, tonight, is what my fath- 
er’s pardners led him into, using 
his resentment for their own gains. 
Look what you’ve lost—from our 
fault—’’ 

Slim scratched his battered head. 
‘*Honey, you forgiving me, you 
mean??? 

‘“You didn’t do it on purpose, 
and he was in the wrong. You and 
I can’t carry on a feud. We’ve no 
relatives to keep it up.”’ 


Something told Slim that some 
day she could smile at him, and 
that she would. His own grief left 
him too numb for hatreds, and per- 
haps she felt that way, too. 


‘‘Honey,”’ he finally said, ‘‘you 
can’t fight a woman, so the feud’s 
off, if you see things thataway. 
Orphants ought to stick together.”’ 
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dy BELIEVE IN LUCK?-$ 


(2 Carry a pair of GENUINE BRAHMA 


f2RED LIVE HIGHLY MAGNETIC 
= LODESTONES! Legend reputes, Oc- 
<< cult Oriental ancients superstitiously 
<= carried two Live Lodestones as MOST 
POWERFUL MAGNETIC “LUCKY”’ 
i, \ CHARMS, one to ‘‘attract’’ Good Luck 
NS in Money, Games, Love, Business, Work, 
ete., the other s “prevent” Bad Luck, Losses, Evil, Trouble, 
Harm, etc. Believe in Luck? Carry a Pair of these curious 
Genuine Brahma Red Live Lodestones! We make no super- 
natural claims. $1.97 Postpaid for the two, with all informa- 
tion. $1.97 and 15c extra if C.0.D. Satisfaction GUARAN- 

TEED or Money Returned. Order yours NOW! 

ASTROL CO., Dept. 14 Main P. O. 
Box 72, "BROOKLYN, N. Y. 

NOTICE! Beware of imitations! We absolutely GUARAN- 
TEE these Genuine Brahma Lodestones are ALIVE! We 
believe they are just what you want, the REAL THING— 
POWERFUL DRAWING, EXTRA HIGHLY MAGNETIO! 
Fully Guaranteed—Order TODAY! Copyright 1937—A. Co. 
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No, we don’t see why, either!—but if you want to See more, get the 
full sgt of these 12 rib-tickling prints! Called, ‘‘Going to the 
Dogs,” every picture will get a rise out of you! Drawn by the 
famed Zito, clearly printed in black ae white, each measures 
9 by 12 inches—just right for framing. Hapg them in your room— 
and invite the girls “‘to see your etchings’! Special price of $1, 
pete for the entire set of 12 pictures. Send now—and start 

them! Essex Art, 126 Lexington Ave., New York, N. Y. 





knife from his belt, leaned over and 
eut Danecy’s bonds. ‘Then he 
stepped back and tossed the knife 
at Dancy’s feet! 

‘*Peeuliar as it may seem,’’ he 
laughed, ‘‘I’m a little squeamish 
about killing women. I believe it’s 
bad luck. Now, big bad man of the 
west, pick up that knife and walk 
over to that cot.”’ 

Like a man in a dream Dancy 
picked up the knife and went to the 
cot. Candace moaned and said, 
‘No! No!’’ I yelled at him, too, 
and the Professor grinned like a 
wolf, 

He said, ‘‘I give you my word on 
this, Dancy, so think well. You can 
use that knife to eut her bonds. If 
you do that, she goes free—and 
you stop a bullet with the back of 
your head. But if you’ll plunge it 
in her breast, you go free!”’ 

I tell you you could have heard a 
feather drop. Exeept for Dancy’s 
breathing as the knife went closer 
and closer to that soft flesh that 
was her shrinking breast, there 
wasn’t a sound in the little cave! 
Then Miss Candace moaned. 

And a voice said, ‘‘Hold it!’’ 
Like the crack of a whip. 


HE Professor whirled and 
snapped a shot. There was 
George standing spraddle legged 
in the entrance, his guns smoking, 
and the Professor was a danged 
sieve when he hit the floor, dead as 
hell. 

Candace screamed, ‘‘ Don’t touch 
me, don’t let him touch me!’’ 
Dancy stepped back gibbering and 
after I got loose I went over and 
let Miss Candace loose. 

She flung her arms around my 
neck, and then jumped for George, 
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WHY DON’T 
YOU DO WHAT 
SO MANY OTHER 

WOMEN DO? 


Gi Dee ae of women are need- 
lessly miserable and unhappy 
because of abnormally delayed 
periods. If you are one of these 
troubled, discouraged women, lose 
no time in trying TRIPLE-X RELIEF 
COMPOUND. Scores of women in 
every part of the country, in large 
cities and small towns, highly praise TRIPLE-X 
RELIEF COMPOUND for its reputed effectiveness 
and the blessed relief it has given them. 


Time-Tested 


TRIPLE-X RELIEF COMPOUND is a time-tested preparation which 
can be taken at home without anyone knowing and in most 


cases with little, if any, discomfort; 
MONEY 


and most often without Lehr 
with daily activities. Thousands 0! 
GUARANTEE 


modern-minded women have used 
OF 


TRIPLE-X RELIEF COMPOUND; a large 
number of them having heard about 
SATISFACTION 
ON FIRST ORDER 








it through friends who have been 
helped and are therefore grateful. 
Many who said their periods were 
long-overdue, severely obstinate, ab- 
normally suppressed or painfully 
scanty claim TRIPLE-K RELIEF COM- 
POUND among the most pleasant 
and the most satisfactory aids they 
ever used. Many satisfied users vow 
they would never be without it 
again. Some keep it always on hand 
: and take it just before they are due, 
so as to help bring on a full, unsuppressed period, free from 
abnormal delay. 


Pure Vegetable Ingredients 
TRIPLE-X RELIEF COMPOUND contains no harsh, habit-forming 
drugs, but is made almost solely of pure vegetable ingredi- 
ents such as used by many doctors in their practice. So why 
be satisfied with anything less? Take TRIPLE-X RELIEF COM- 
POUND that thousands have taken and which scores of satisfied 
women enthusiastically praise. 


Reliable Perio Compound 


RELIABLE PERIO COMPOUND has proved especially effective in 
many cases of severely stubborn, abnormal delay. Numerous 
customers write and tell how pleased they are and that they 
feel it is worth many times more than the price we ask. We 
make no purport of its effectiveness in every case of severe, 
extra-late abnormal delay; we offer RELIABLE PERIO COMPOUND 
as the finest compound of its kind we have ever handled. 


Be Sure You Get the Genuine, Guaranteed 


ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTES. Send your order direct to us 
and get the genuine TRIPLE-K RELIEF OR RELIABLE PERIO 
COMPOUNDS. 
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Read What Grateful 
Women Say About Triple-X 


Relief and Reliable Perio Compounds 
“Please send Triple-X Relief Compound. Used one box before, 
after I had missed three months, and was more than pleased. 
Can't praise it enough.’’Mrs. S, B. H., Brinson, Ga. 

“I am enclosing $1.00 for your Triple X. This is third box I 
have sent for, and I think they are wonderful.” Mrs. C. M., 
Newcomerstown, Ohio. 


“T have used your compound for the last four years, and the 
results are so satisfying, that I wouldn’t be without them. 
A loyal user.”” Mrs. F. W., Flint, Mich. 


“T think Perio Compound is wonderful. I tried it once and it 
worked fine, so I_am ordering another box."’ Mrs, S. . 
Rocky Mount, N. Car. 


Money-Back Guarantee 
TRIPLE-X RELIEF COMPOUND, OR RELIABLE PERIO COMPOUND 
must give absolute satisfaction with the first order, or your 
money will be promptly refunded. 


Send No Money 


Just pay the postman when your order is delivered (plus 15c 
C.O.D. charge). However, if you are in a special hurry or wish 
to save the 15c C.O.D. charge, send ae money with your 
order. Only $1.00 for FULL TREATMENT of TRIPLE-X 
RELIEF COMPOUND (NOT A SAMPLE OR TRIAL SIZE); 
$2.50 for 3 boxes. RELIABLE PERIO PILLS $2.00, 2 boxes 
$3.50. No letter is needed. Simply fill out and mail the coupon. 
Absolute privacy assured; all orders rushed in plain, sealed 
EA ge same day received. Also VALUABLE INFORMA- 
TION which every, woman should know and FREE Catalog 
of Hygienic Necessities included. Avoid delay! Send your 
order today and be sure! 


POSITIVE PRODUCTS COMPANY 
6609 Cottage Grove Avenue - Dept. 64N, + Chicago, Ill. 
POSITIVE PRODUCTS CO. q 
6609 Cottage Grove Ave., Dept. 64N, Chicago, fil. 
Please rush the items checked below, in plain wrapper. 
Ol enclose money. (I will py postman plus 
15c C.O.D. fee 


{ i] 
i i 
{ i 
! | 
i 

1 1 Box TRIPLE-X COMPOUND........ +++ $1.00 J 
t 3 Boxes TRIPLE-X COMPOUND.......... 2.50 I 
{ 1 Box RELIABLE PERIO COMPOUND | 
{ (for very stubborn cases)..............-5. 2.00 I 
- (2 Boxes RELIABLE PERIO COMPOUND... 3.50 i 
S NQMC 2 ac0 2 2aaccessancccscencesucsces shewascosaame: i 
: AGGresS coke nnd ton cans ater asenen sane eaiecawaa nee H 
CAN eg os eae east C7 eee H 
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IS EPILEPSY INHERITED? 
CAN IT BE CURED? 


A booklet containing the opinions of famous 
doctors on this interesting subject will be sent 
FREE, while they last, to any reader writing 
to the "Educational Division. 

551 Fifth Avenue, Dept. CP-1, New York, N. Y. 


destiny 


WOODSTOCK Bur.oe 


Winner...Most World's { 
School Contests— 


EASY TERMS—FREE TRIAL 
WRITE FOR LITERATURE DEPT. B-31 





Be our reprenantacive) in your locality for DOVE 
ork Garments. experie: ee re comeery. 
jeasant, simple SG Every b 

Advertising emb roidered on Earment tauren tales 

reer our income ev: 


evel atbing needed to start atc once, faetese 
Rae OU TRAT. Write immed! ares 
Bi in BOVE GARMENT iT CO. Fal a he fy Ma 


HAIR TROUBLE? 
Dandruff --Falling Hair 


Send for free booklet endorsed by physician telling how to rid 
yourself of dandruff, stop excessive Salling hair and how to correct 
Jocal hair troubles and patchy baldness; also about the proper care 
of hair and scalp. DERMO CO., Dept. CP, 1465 Broadway, N.Y.C. 


eee 












| DARE YOU! “FRENCH LOVE DROPS 


An enchanting, exotic, concentrated See 

of irresistible charm, ee Yor Peary ike lovers loath to 

aust a few i crops nts is enough ‘ull bottle. Directions of how Dont c to 
and a samp! 








Join this reliable Club 


$2. 
HE-MO CO., SUITE N-11, CHURCH Sr., P.O. BOX 835, New York City 
Send Sketch or Write for FREE Inventors 
LONEL i @ mance. Members 


“ORIENTAL ROWDER 
HM PATENT YOUR IDEAS 
Recording Blank. Confidential Advice. 
Reg. Patent Attorney-Engineer 
established 18 years. 
Ht leno Ped wealthy. Descriptions Free, sealed. 


OO cash with order. io C.0.D. SHIPMENTS. 
WHAT IS YOUR INVENTION? 
z. POLACHEK 1234 BROADWAY. NEW YORK 
Feel the thrill of Ro- 
Box 753-D San Francisco, Calif. 





yelling, ‘‘George, George, he’d 
have stuck me with that knife.’’ 

Dancy tried to pull her away, 
hollering, ‘‘I was going to cut you 
loose, honey, I was going to save 
you.’’ He sure saw a hundred mil- 
lion shipping away. 

George let loose of her and 
swung a six shooter right against 
Dancy’s mouth. He plumb ruined 
a set of prettv teeth. Dancy looked 
up from the floor spitting out teeth 
and whimpering. George just said, 
‘*Git! And never mind showing up 
near the ranch, either.’’ 

Old Dancy loped out of that can- 
yon like a hound that just tangled 
with a porkypine! If he’d have had 
a tail, it would have been between 
his legs. 

Riding back I had the Professor 
tied on behind me, but I couldn’t 
help thinking about Lisheth. For 
Miss Candace rode double with 
George kissing him and a hugging 
him and telling him how wrong 
she’d been all along! So when we 
got back home and George slipped 
out of the saddle and caught Lis- 
beth in his arms and held her even 
tighter than Miss Candace, I just 
pulled my old hogleg and threw 
1 down on him. 

I said, ‘‘ George, I thank you for 
joining the party in time to save 
my life, but outside of that I think 
you’re the two-timenest snake that 
ever wore a pair of California 
britches! You better talk quick. 
How come you ride fast and loose 
with two women’s affections ?’’ 

I looked over to where big Mary 
Smith had her arms around Miss 
Candace. She grinned and said, 
‘‘Limpy, old timer, let me explain. 
The richest girl in the world has to 
be darned careful whenever she 
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$18Oce, YEAR 


“On an 





International track on 
round 

it saved 
Besley, N. 


V-8 Ford, it works pe ee 
led power, acceleration a: 






> gallons of gas.”—James 


“On m 
Its add 


speed has soid me. The eeaies pe 


unbelievable."—Raiph Fields, Mass. 


“Very giad to say, the Buick wont 
an increase of 6 miles more jag 
ae "ai. V. Grove, Washing 


Eyzaone I obtained an ev- 
oe vet 2 les per gallon, an in- 
scenes of 7 miles. This means a sav- 
of $15 a month or $180 a year.” 
—VF. 8. Peck, Calif, 


“It saves me one gallon a day. f 
had to buy 5 gallons ven day—now 
only 4 galions."—L. V. &: » Pa. 


Fk Chevrolet certainly runs casas 

a more power and snap to, it 
slice ut the Vacu-Matic on."=—= 
%, H. he on, Minn, 
















Ht eet am getting 6 more 
<a Mey ver with more power and 
pick-up, which is ait anyone 

+ ask."—Lee D. Esty, Cakif. 











“T have twelve Vacy-matics on cars 
now, and they all show an increase 
in parlenes. The car owners are very 
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AT LAST! Automotive engineers have 
smashed down the barriers to perfected com. 
bustion! The new VACU-MATIO solves the secret 
of greater power! With almost magical action, this 
amazing invention instantly puts new life ond pep 
in any motor. It adds mileage to every gallon of 
gasoline ... produces split-second pick-up, sensitive 
accelerator response, quicker starting, greater 
speed and smoother running, 


Qitismahé - Nothing Like It? 


The self-starter—four wheel brakes—knee actlon— 
stream-lining ... and now VACU-MATIC! The 
sensational money-saving invention! With it, en- 
gineers have achieved a practical means of bal. 
ancing air and gasoline automatically for all speeds. 


Vacu-matic is entirely different { It operates on the 
super charger principle by automatically adding a 
charge of extra oxygen, drawn free from the 
outer air, into the heart of the gas mixture. It is 
entirely AUTOMATIC and allows the motor to 
“breathe” at the correct time, opening and closing 
automatically as required. No idling troubles—no 
carburetor adjustments necessary. It is so simple 
it will amaze you—so practical it will save you 
many dollars on gas costa, 







the cen BREATHES” 


vs 


Gas Savings 
VACU-MATIC proves itself on 
every car. It is guaranteed to 
give worthwhile gas savings, 
quicker pick-up, and more power 
or it costs you nothing. You can 
instantly tell the difference in 
added power and motor perform. 
ance — you quickly notica the 
cash savings on gasoline, 


Fits All Cars 


VACU-MATIC is constructed of 
six parts, assembled and fused 
into one unit, correctly adjusted 
and sealed af the factory. Noth- 
ing to regulate. Any motorist can 
attach VACU-MATIO in ten min. 
utes. Once in, its only reminder 
is the surge of instant power and 
speed it gives to the motor and 
the savings it affords your 
pocketbook, 


Free Details 


You owe it to yourself to know 
all about this remarkable discove 
ery. Mail the coupon below. 
Start saving gas with VACU- 
MATIC and enjoy a new driving 
thrill! There’s no obligation—so 
get the facts now! Write today! 


Se ee ee ee re ee 






well pleased.”"—-Fred Taylor, Okia. 


“I averaged 25 miles pe gallon on & 
trip eae modal A at 40 miles 
per hour, where before a only aver- 

2 Also better pickup and 
smoother running. — Wm. Lyons, Calif, 


“I heave been placing Vacu-matics 
jesekeg Sipe wel 


ents and 
Ag a 





( ‘HE JACU-MATIC COMPANY 
Tel? 894 Se St., Wauwatosa, Wis. 
VACU-MATIO offers a | Gentlemen : lease send me full particulars concernin: 
the Vacu-matic and details of your Free Offer, T 

splendid opportunity for eo 

unusual sales and profits. SO UE OE AGE NO A Oe Ee 
Every car, truck, tractor 
and motorcycle owner a 
prospect. Valuable terri. 
tories now being assigned. 


Check and mail coupon, GUY ovcccvccceccseccescessrsceces BIRt®,..,eccecem 
Wauwatosa, Wis. 1. — St Se Ss Se 


| Name | 4 COE NEER ESO 160 CARS CSP EIERIE Is eSCROED 


rt mechanics’ cars. All a: 
pitased."—-J. W. Donahue, W. Vo. 


i] AOATOES . .occnnensnaanreaheMere@ecseoss.02002heneeg 


The VACU-MATIC Co. 
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CLASSIFIED SECTION 


SONG POEMS 











Rhyming Dictionary, Songwriters’ 
poems, melodies today for bonafide, superior offer. 
STUDIOS, Dept. 23E, Portland, Ore. 





SONGWRITERS! POEMS—MELODIES. Send for Free 
Instruction Folder, STUDIO SONG SERVICE, CF-2 Guar- 
anty Bidg., Hollywood. - 





lishers Ltd., Dept. 139, Toronto, Can, 





PATENT ATTORNEYS 





WE SUCCESSFULLY SELL INVENTIONS, PATENTED 
and unpatented. Write for proof, and tell us what you 
have for sale. Chartered Institute of American Inventors, 
Dept. 20-A, Washington, D. C, 





INVENTORS—Time counts—Don’t risk delay in patent- 
ing your invention. Write for new 48-Page Free booklet, 


“Patent Guide for the Inventor.” No charge for prelim- 
inary information. ence A. O’Brien and man 
Berman, Rex.stered ‘atent Attorneys, 703-C Adams 


Building, Washington, D. C. 





PATENTS, LOW COST. BOOK AND ADVICE FREE. 
F. Randolph, Dept. 760, Washington, D. C. 


Ly 





DETECTIVES 





DETECTIVES — MAKE SECRET INVESTIGATIONS. 
Experience unnecessary. Detective particulars FREE. 
Write, George Wagner, 2640-B Broadway, N. Y. 


PERSONALS 





FOR AN AFFECTIONATE, WEALTHY SWEETHEART 
write Mary Lee, 445-W, Rolla, 


: 


LONESOME? WANT A SWEETHEART? MANY 
WEALTHY! (Confidential). Sealed particulars, descrip- 
tions free. Henry Writesel, Box CF-303, Columbus, Ohio. 


L 


LONELY! 25e (COIN) PEN- 
Box 307, 


Ss 
and 150 Names and Addresses. 
California. 


Lynwood, 





Lenesome? Join my club. Many wealthy. 
Established 1924. Free particulars sealed. 
Box 549-V, Palestine, Texas. 


(Confidential) 
Lois Reeder, 





Are You Lonely? Refined members everywhere (both 
sexes) seeking romance, correspondence, matrimony. Free 
particulars in plain envelope. PINE TREE SOCIAL 
CLUB, Box 14, Stow, Maine. 





LONELY? Find happiness through our select correspond- 
ence society. DALE FARRANT, Box 2208-C, Hollywood, 


Calif. 


Join the Original Personal Servic 
? for Particular People. Individual at- 
tention to each member. Write TQ- 
® DAY for Information sent you in 


plain seald envelopes. 
AMERICAN CORRESPONDENCE SERVICE, {4-L Kingsbridge 
Station, New York, N. Y. TELEPHONE Kingsbridge 6-2921. 








goes anyplace. To be plain and 
open and frank with you, I’m Can- 
dace Prevost, the richest girl in the 
world. This—’’ she pointed a fin- 
ger at the one I’d thought was Can- 
dace—‘‘is the real Mary Smith 
Jones, nry secretary, and inciden- 
tally George’s young sister. And 
maybe it’d interest you to know 
that George has been my body- 
guard for the last six years.’’ She 
looked to where George and Lis- 
beth were in a clinch with no holds 
barred. ‘‘But it looks,’’ she ad- 
mitted, ‘‘like I’m going to have to 
find a new one somewhere. Have a 
Camel?’?’ 

T did. 

.That night at the supper table 
after all the county sheriffs and 
coroners had raised ned, right in 
the middle of the soup I bust out 
laughing. I laughed till I cried. I 
must have blew soup all over that 
table and nobody seemed to care. 
Finally the Woman Nobody Knew 
said, ‘‘What in the world, Lim- 
py?”? 

And I said, ‘‘I’m thinking about 
Dancy Spencer. All his life he’s 
going to think how close he came 
to marrying ten million dollars! 
And all the time he was backing 
the wrong horse.’’ 

Then they all laughed. 


Siren of 
Santa Fe 


(Continued from page 41) 


tering it, sprawling in the wreck- 
age as Dona _ screamed. The 
wrinkled woman came running, 
adding her voice to the din. Mis- 


When answering advertisements please mention Spicy WESTERN STORIES 


Now Test Your Voice 
At Home/ 


Make Records of Your 
Talking or Singing Voice... 






Now an invention permits you to make a professional-like recording 
of your own singing or talking voice. Without experience you can quickly 
transfer your voice on phonographic records which we furnish and imme- ® 
diately play them and listen to them yourself. Record friends’ voices, 
orchestras, or your favorite radio broadcast. 


Find Out If You Have Professional Talent 


The movies ... radio... stage in both Broadway and Hollywood are ever 
seeking new talent. 


PERHAPS YOU HAVE TALENT? 


Before spending money for an audition, make a “home record” of your voice and 
mail it to a reliable agency . .. you might be one of the lucky ones to find fame 
and success thru this easy method of bringing your talents before the proper 


~~ IT'S LOTS OF FUN, TOO! 


You'll get a real thrill out of home recording. Surprise your ee by letting them hear your 
voice as though it were broadeast. Record a snappy talking feature. Record jokes, and you will be- 
come the life of the party. Great to help train your voice and to cultivate speech ... nothing to 
practice . . . you start recording at once. No other mechanical or electrical devices needed. Every- 
thing necessary included. Nothing else to buy. Just sing or speak into your own phonograph after 
it is equipped with our home recording unit and then listen to yourself, and that’s all there is to it. 


FREE SERVICE Complete Outfit 
If you are desirous of a screen test and DEALERS WRITE! Only $2.98 


want names and addresses of companies to Reli 
able dealers are in- 
send your records to for an audition, you Youreetucversthine ntl below 
for only $2.98, plus postage... 


will find our free guide to Gate Holywood vited to write for full 
and Broadway companies very help’ x 

offered free to those who order a Home particulars. there is nothing else to buy and noth- 
Recordo Unit at once. ing else to pay. 








Es (a Sc) al —d 
HOME RECORDING CO., 


Studio A, 130 West i7th St., | 
New York, N. Y. J y! 


Send entire HOME RECORDING OUTFIT (including 


will pay postman $2.98, plus postage, on arrival. (Send 


Nothing else to buy and 


cash or money order now for $3.00 and save postage.) rn ouP ON nothing else to, pay. You 
get complete OME RE- 


CORDING UNIT which in- 
cludes special recording needle, playing nee- 


NAMMG. 000 ssccvccccsccccecveces cateveseesesscoscsccccore dles, 12 two-sided unbreakable records (equiva- 


: 12 two-sided records) described above by return mail. I HURRY Everything is included. 


lent to 24 records). Also included guide 
record attachment, combination recording 
playback unit suitable for recording a skit, 
voice, or instrument. Everything sent for 


AOA OBG 5 o'e1e c1cisicin viers'a's'eisio:eisiais snicie sede sleesecioic écisesiecciee only $2.98, plus postage. 


NOTE: Canadian and Foreign $8.00 cash with order. 
a ES Ee ee) 
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souri leaped again, slammed Gallo- 


= ‘% way’s head against the floor, twist- 
OH...JOHN ; ed his fmgers on the man’s throat. 
YOU RE Something crashed against his 


Siac head. Fragments of pottery fell 
WONDERFUL “E26 on the floor. He blinked and shook 
& | his tawny hair like a spaniel just 
out of water. He tightened his 
grip on Galloway’s gullet, and 


banged Galloway’s head on the 
floor again and again. 


A Husband’s Confession Dona came with another vase. 


[TS BEEN YEARS since Mary has said that to me He warded off the blow with one 
ears since we’ve nm so thrillingly happy together. : i é 
And it all came oe Medes . I saw - ad Leon arm, throttling his man with the 
d Weak M j tion. y * 
caepaiis down to the | oe ae i i. *"/ other. Dona leaped on him, seratch- 
time five bought pills, tablets, powdere-but nothing seemed to |ing and biting with the fury of a 
ints and cont Gur umuriage wan dg the reas. | Moxiean nanthor 
Then one day iE saw this eo on ae ast Barts: I answered it p 
™m eye ™ = . z 
terrible brung re Showed. me what, fol shad ‘been ‘or vers | Missouri rose to his feet and 
te 4 IS . . 
me. She grew more sympathetic, more loviug. in a short walle we | flung her from him. At the sight 
were old sweethearts again. And today, we are happier than we've 2 
ever been since our honeymoon . . . of him, tall and broad shouldered, 
How to Help Yourselt +4: 
Are you worried about prostate trouble or weak manhood? Then you masterfully striding toward her, 
too may help yourself in the privacy of your home. Learn about the . 
different methods of treating impaired vigor & Kindred Sisorders by the wrinkled woman fled, and Dona 
electric apparatus, diets, exter- 2 : 
DOCTORS SAY: nal applications, drugs, vacuum | collansed in a sobbing heap of 
-wondertl, «elie how | PURDS, ont gand exis, | CO OP 5 pane 
you may help yourself. . . etc. Prevent costly errors & spent fury . 
Berres payoen eS one 10 unnecessary pain or Worry: éc : ? : ‘ 
can fail to profit. . . reccmmended ‘by easter & oe, ae hell eat! eo 
cal Journals, 
Tl : urnin’ on me when 
App.oved Methods & Products es y 
Learn of these easy Home Measures to help combat Prostatitis | WAS tryin to help you! So, you 
and resulting Night Rising, Bladder Trouble, ete. Practical Aids . 
on Prolongation, Premature Discharge, and Sexual Control. Ap took his money, eh? Know whose 


proved for men concerned 








about their decreased  po- MEDICAL JouRNALS SAY: f|money that was? Know whose 
Hands Wi maki to Kem Postion 's-- Linlaid shawl that i the chair? 
their fullest virility. Find || citefly for Lavmen. . Pictures J | PAI SNaw at 1S on e€ chair 


ee re ane ‘sae t1\It’s mine! Galloway robbed me. 


of drug manufacturers & Clear, 


chemical laboratories, ff Non-technical - And now I’m takin’ it back—un- 


Wee ee may Byer A ” 
many dollars on pep pills, etc.) Simplified Diagrams & Drawin, 
All directions & explanations clear % easy. es derstand? 


OUR OFFER-- She sobbed more loudly. Mis- 
Senn NO MONEY souri stepped to the chest, pulled 


Just write your name & address in the t 
4 coupon below, & mail. You will quick | nen a drawer. There were jewels 


E ly receive Niemoeller’s ‘“Men Past 40” 


Be skipped in plain wrapper. Satisfaction | and trinkets heaped high in a jum- 


guaranteed or money refunded. In- ‘ 
— "Chrous" aporoved methods bled disarray. There was a canvas 
Se ee money bag, too—his money bag. 








BEB RU STARS & bs amo . ° 

F ARVEST HOU USE, Dog (12 a He Most of it was gone, but the elink- 
es! ew or . . . 

Send MEN PAST FORTY in plain wrapper, On delivery 18{ing of the gold pieces told him a 


Bre : : 

Bited I may return ii within ten days-and my $1.98 wil be®lcouple of thousand dollars might 

w refunded. (Orders from Foreign Countries 10 Shillings in g . 

advance.) be left. 

B He stuffed it into the buckskin 

: shirt. ‘‘When Galloway comes to, 
See eee De Rem eee eee eae ewer ersweeas SEALE. cern nnensesees = 9? j 

Boy [] CHECK HERE if you want to Bris pees Enclose tell him T eollected! he said, and 

Z $1.98 with coupon and we ship prepaid. went out the door. 


SESS 2 Sees SSS SS Pee e,% 
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BiNanieccccseececscose ov eeeeeeeenee Dae ereerereereeeeeeansasese 


AGUFESS. cereerecvccccecesesssseces teen ereanereseneronesaraes 


1 It MI © NW © 


Strange practices in the land of the Geisha girl. “Kimono” 
a 200 page book written by one who knows the secrets of 
their loves and ways. 


6 vest pocket size cartoon books. Each book contains 16 
pages of cartoons. 


10 postcard size pictures of beautiful girls in different poses. 


SPECIAL ALL MAILED FOR $1.00 
Send cash, stamps or money order 


MONTMARTRE CoO. 


6 West 28th St. Dept. M. F. 








e 
Sensational Books 
otic beauties—illustrated and described in 
catalog mailed to adults. Send stamp. Write 
P. O. Box 113 
through our Mail-Order Department, 
at 80% less than retail. Specialties 


e 

of a Curious Nature 

Books that describe amazing Occidental and 

Oriental Love Customs, Curiosa of Human 

Weaknesses and other illustrated books—also 3 c 
Plainly. State age. 

FRONCENE CO., Dept. 1 

Times Squa N.Y. C. 

of all kinds. We have anything and 

everything. All personal articles are mailed postpaid by 

us in plain, sealed package. 25c brings sampies. Illus- 

trated mail-order pricelist FREE on request. 


books of exceptional photos of stunning ex- 
Order your Drug Sundries direct 
Dept. R, ATEX RUBBER CO., P. 0. Box 231, Hamilton, Ont. 





CARTOON BOOKLETS !! ge he 





You too can find romance, 
L in| [ LY > happiness and friendship 
through my _ correspond- 
ence club. Write for free 
particulars sent in plain sealed envelope. 
ANNA EISNER, P. O. Box 6255, Metropolitan Station, Los Angeles, Calif. 


When answering advertisements please mention Sprcy WESTERN STORIES 


New York City 





Photographs Tell the Story 


Set “‘A’ Set of 16 beautiful girl photos to show them to the best 
advantage. Set ‘“F’’ Set of 16 actual cartoons showing a doctor’s 
amusing experience with his patients—Set ‘‘G’’ Set of 16 photos 
of men and wom Set “‘H’’ Set of 14 photos of native Hawaiian 
girls taken on er thelr island setting. You cannot go wrong on this 
set ag they are sure to please, $1.00 per set or if this is your 
first order all 4 sets $2.00. 

A 5x8 enlargement mailed with all $2.00 orders. Cash—Stamps— 
Money Order. 


MODERN PRODUCTS, P. 0. Box 588, Dept. 8, Rockford, Ill. 


LONELY HEARTS 


Find your happiness through an old reliable social extension club. 
89 years of dependable service. Meet nice people. A multitude of 
members throughout U. 8., Canada, some in foreign countries, 
seeking congenial mates. Many inform us they have means, one 
may be your ideal, Particulars [ree. 

Standard Ciub, Box 607-M, Grayslake, Il. 


CARTOON BOOKLETS 
AND PICTURES 


6 illustrated Cartoon Booklets (vest pocket size). 20 Postcard 





size pictures of beautiful girls in different_positions, sitting, stand- 
lying, etc. 10 Art Postcards. 6 Short Stories, jhipment 
mailed the same day the order is received. 
SPECIAL ALL for $1.00 
Send Cash, Stamps or Money Order, 
RELIABLE SALES CO. 
{141 Broadway Dept. MF, New York City 
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SOCIAL SECURITY CASE 
As ML ok safeguard 





A hue and ery lifted at the plaza, 
even as he set foot in the narrow 
street. Missouri clamped his jaw 
hard and went up the sidewalk in 
a run. The moon was riding high; 
they could see him blocks away. 
The eandlelight in Josefa’s win- 
dow told him she was waiting— 

As he neared the house, a musket 
cracked behind him. The ball ham- 
mered adobe from the wall. Mis- 
souri leaped for the vines, pulled 
himself toward the balcony. 

Another shot sent a yard-long 
streak of flame blazing from the 
shadows at the corner of the plaza. 
Then a dozen soldiers were shout- 
ing, clamoring after him. 

‘“‘Darling!’’ Josefa eried, and 
flung her arms around his neck as 
he stepped through the window. 
He found her lips and the ecstasy 
cushioned there; he was oblivious 
to the musket ball that rattled 
against the roof. 


















YOU SHOULD CARRY 
THIS EVERYWHERE 


Light, Vest-Pocket Size 

Safeguard yourself by carrying this handy identifica- 
tion and Social Security folder. Made of simulated 
Calfskin with simulated Pin Seal trim and four gold 
effect corners. Two transparent pockets hold other 
cards and notes as well. This attractive case keeps 
valuable information always at hand . . . saves wear 
and tear on your pockets as well as on the cards. 


Note these 6 Special Features! 
1. Identification Card 4. Two transparent 


2, Simulated Calfskin pockets 
8. Social Security 5. Simulated Pin Seal 

Number binding 
6. Gold-effect corners 


FREE = Attractive duo-finish ETCHED BRONZE 


HEN men hammered at the 

door. Missouri sprang to the 
window. He felt able to whip any 
dozen of these nondescript troops, 
given a fair chance. But there was 
Josefa, and there were the serv- 
ants below— 

‘*Ts there a back way?’’ demand- 
ed the Missourian. Josefa nodded, 
her velvety-black eyes large with 
excitement, soft with love for him. 


I Majestic Novelty Co., Dent. NZ ‘And the horses are there, wait- 
fl 256 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. . ” . 
U conor am ee mae ae ape] ET” She Bade. 

oareae é A 6 3 A 
I Comers. Nothing more to pay, Also Include FREE of extra [{ Missouri reached in his buckskin 
1 charge, etehed bronze plate with my name and Social Security 1 . . 
1 Number stamped as follows: shirt, lifted out the sack of gold 


Wi coin. He dipped out a liberal hand- 


plate stamped with your Social Security 

eter ska and name as registered with 
U.S. Govt. Sent free of extra charge with each folder. 
Every time you lose your social security number it 
costs you money to get it from the government. Here 
you have a permanent record... not a paper card 
that gets worn and dirty in your pecket. Send only 
25c cash, stamps or money order. We pay postage. 
Send name, address and Social Security number NOW! 
We ship by RETURN MAIL. 


Agents Wanted—Make Big Money 
Send 25c for Sample and Our ] 
Money Making Selling Plan. 


MAJESTIC NOVELTY CO., DEPT. NZ 
246 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 





WANN 5. oss cece scswesvenoensassvancaccteettoassesasss ene 

l ful, leaned over the balcony and 
i SOCLAL SECURITY NUMBER.....+sseeeeceee sevecrvoeeese yelled. 

: Aeiegs <cccsesnecaras cacacase seve BEAD CE SOT CSCO ROEICOREOOnEE Muskets jerked up at him, but 
Le cc cl the gold ghstened in the moonlight 
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SIREN OF SANTA FE 





and scattered in a tinkling shower, 
wide on the ground. There were 
shouts and a scramble. Missouri 
grabbed Josefa’s saddlebags in 
one arm, and Josefa in the other. 
They hurried out the rear way, 
and reached the horses in the cor- 
ral. 


A mozo had saddled them. Mis- 
souri had never seen sleeker, swift- 
er-looking horses. He tossed 
another gold piece to the mozo, 
and swung Josefa into her saddle. 


As they streaked into the moon- 
light, a solitary musket sent a ball 
whistling over their heads. The 
rest of the foot soldiers were still 
fighting over the windfall of gold. 


At the top of Glorieta range, 
Missouri drew rein to let the 
horses breathe, and to lean from 
his saddle and fold the loveliest 
girl in old Sante Fe to his heart. 
Over her dark hair, cushioned 
against his shoulder, he looked 
down on the scattered lights of the 
sprawling pueblo, and _ sighed. 
Only six hours before, he had rid- 
den down that slope, into the town 
that was trail’s end. 


There were things he would have 
admired to see, in Santa Fe, things 
he had looked forward to seeing 
during eight hundred miles of 
wilderness. Womanless wilderness. 
Missouri grinned, and lifted Jose- 
fa’s face for a kiss. 

‘*We’ll find a priest in Taos, 
sweetheart,’’ he told her. ‘‘And 
then we’ll ride on. Back to St. 
Louis. It’s a wonderful town on 
the big river, with boats runnin’ 
down to New Orleans and wagon 
trains comin’ west to Indepen- 
dence and on out here. It’s at the 
end of the Santa Fe trail!’ 
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3REVEALING BOOKS ON 


$ex TRUTHS 
Guay False Yotions! 


The plain, unvarnished TRUTHS...which 
every man and woman should know... at 
last told in simple language. No more need 
to be ignorant about Sex and Love. These 
3 REMARKABLE BOOKLETS tell you 
the vital facts ... what to do, what to avoid! 


1 > 0 a 


Explains Sex Instinctsand howtoSATISFY 
them. How to use SEX POWER wisely 
without harm. Dangers to avoid. Advice 
of untold value. 


JITHE SUPREME CARESSE 


Facts about marriage relations, birth con- 
trol, sex hygiene. How to OVERCOME 
Frigidity, Unresponsiveness and Sex Star- 
4} vation. Causes of male and female dis- 

orders. 25¢ 


Je2TRUE SEX LOVE 


The SECRET of Sex_Har- 
mony. Ideal sex life in the home. HOW to 
make Love. Grandest experience in life. 
Priceless information that may open up a 
new world of happiness for you! 
pe aia aang COUPON NOWe soe ee een 
r POSITIVE PRODUCTS CO., Dept. 81-AA 1 
6609 Cottage Grove Ave., Chicago, Il. 1 
I Please mail me, in plain wrapper, the 3 books, J 
f “SEX SECRETS,” “SUPREME CARESS” and 1 
: “TRUE SEX LOVE.” I enclose 75c. I am over 21 4 
! 
! 1 
' 
i] 






















$1 Value 


CLhTS2 


years old. Also sold separately. 


T MODELS: 


250 STUDIES «& 


WORLD'S MOST BEAUTIFUL GIRLS 


Aninvaluable aid to the artist. 
A variety of poses for every need 


Prey <a ‘swipe file beyond compare. 
Eakéd FOR 36 PAGE ALBUM OF 
AY (oy 252 POSES and ii Fun 

C FIGURE SIZE 5x7 
Every picture in album is 
available in size 8X10 
: FRE FOUR 6X1O ACTUAL 
GLOSSY PHOTOS 


e With every order of $1.00 album 
we will send four 8x/0 actual 
glossy photos of Art Models f 


*REALIFE. PHOTOS +22 DEPT.-Geg 
P.0. BOX--12O-* TIMES $0. STATION? -N> YC. 








TL) owen rasr 40 


§ Amazingly simple and inexpensive way to apply gentle, sooth- 
ing heat to prostate gland. Literally thousands have bene- 
fited. Thirty-day trial offer. Send no money now. Write 
for new book “Why Many Men Are Old at 40” containing 
startling revelation of facts, description of symptoms. Free 
to men past 40. Address: THERMALAID METHOD, INC., 
3123 FRANKLIN AVE., STEUBENVILLE, OHIO. 
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“The Forbidden Secrets 


ane Daningly Rev 


AwAY with false modesty! At last a 
famous doctor has told a// the secrets of 
sex in frank, daring language. No prudish 
beating about the bush, no veiled hints, but 
TRUTH, blazing through 576 pages of 
straightforward facts,, 


Love is the most magnificent ecstasy in 
the world... know how to hold your loved 
one, don’t glean half-truths from unreliable 
sources. Now you can know how to end 
ignorance... fear... and self denial! 





ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE SEX? 

Know bow to enjoy the thrilling experi- 
ences that are your birthright... know how 
2 attract the opposite sex.,.how to hold 
love. 

Are you an awkward novice in the art of 
love-making? Or, a master of its difficult 
technique? Knowledge is the basis of the 
perfect, satisfying love life. Sgr mn leads 
to fear, worry, disease and shame. End 
ignorance today. You owe it to yourself—to 
one you love—to read this book NOW! 
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@ soopually attracted to each other and have enjoyed 
each other’: 










A FAMOUS JUDGE 
SAYS THAT MOST [f; 
DIVORCES ARE CAUSED 
BY SEX IGNORANCE! 


@ Wheo a man and woman who h 


t's company separate, there must be some 
€ragic misunderstanding. Ta most cases chat 
to sex ignorance. 


1S SEX IGNORANCE 
DRIVING THE ONE 
YOU LOVE INTO THE Bil): 
ARMS OF ANOTHER? [ed 


® Learn how to keep the love of your husband or 
wife at the high pitch of thrilling devotion. A 
secigroy oon 10 Sih Gind year tered eee 
you for afl time. 


Fasryihing pecsiniog to sex is discussed 
in daring guage. All the. things Re 
have wanted to know about you. sex life, 
information about which other books oaly 
vaguely hint, is yours at last. 


MORE THAN 100 VIVID PICTURES 

‘The 106 illustrations leave dttle to the 
imagination ... know how ‘to overcome 
physical mismating ... know what to do on 
your wedding night to avoid the torturing 
results of ignorance. 

Some will be offended by the amazing 
frankness of this book and its vivid illustra- 
tions, but the world has no longer any use 
for prudery and false modesty. 

Don't be a slave to ignorance and fear. 
Enjoy the rapturous delights of the perfect 
Jove lifel 

Lost love ... scandal ... divorce ,.. can 
often be prevented by knowledge. Only 
the ignorant pay the awful penalties of 
wrong sex practises. Read the facts, clearly, 
startlingly told...study thesd illustrations 
and grope in darkness no Ionger. 


SEND NO MONEY! 

‘To show you our faith in your satisfaction 
swith this amazing book, we are offering it 
to you on trial. You send no money— 
fill out the coupon below and then when it 
arrives, in plain wrapper, pay the 
$2.98, em postage. Keep the book five da 
then if you ate not completely satisfied, pa 
it back and we will refund your money im- 
mediately without question. “Eugenics and 
Sex Harmony” will not be sold to minors. 
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cas ZING TRUTH ABONS 


WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW 
The Sexuat Embrace Cam Virility Be Regained? 
Secrets of the Hoa Sexual Starvation 
Mistekes of Early Marriage 

















There is no longer any need to pay the 
awful price for one moment of bliss. Read 
the scientific pathological facts told so 


Venereal Diseases lng clpead bravely 4 Dr. Rubin. The chapters om 
venereal disease are alone worth the price 
WHAT EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW of this book! 


Joys of Perfect Mating | Howto Attract and Hold Mea 
What te Allowa Lever toDo Sexual Slavery of Women 

timate Feminine Hygiene —-Exseatials of Heppy Marriage 
irth Control e Sex 


You want to know, and you shonld know everys 
thing about sex. Sex is no longer asin, a mystery, 
it is your greatest power for happiness. You owe it 
to yourself, to the one you love, to tear aside the 
curtain of hypocrisy and learn the naked frutht 


AMAZING NEW BOOK ON 


NATURAL METHOD OF BIRTH CONTROL, 


AWAY with artificial devices! Nature offers a 

dependable, healthful method of controlling 
conception as recently proven in startling scientific 
tests. The famous Ogino-Knaus theory of rhythmic 
birth control is explained in detail and includes a 
complete table of fertile periods. This book is FREE, 
with orders for*‘Bugenics and Sex Harmony’’ 


PIONEER PUBLICATIONS, INCa 
Radio City, 1270 Sixth Ave., New York City 





Pioneer Publications, Inc., 1270-6th Ave. Dept. 1236, New York, N.Y. 


pace send me, eerie and Sex seep eee wrapper ; al 
pay the postman $2.98 (plus postage) on delive am not completely 
satisfied, 1 can return Se book aod the mace urchase price sill be 
refunded immediately. Also send me FREE OF C GE. your book on 
‘New Birth Control Facts.’* 


FREE 
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GEE what a build / 
Didn't it take a long 
time to get those muscles? Like Magic / 


Will You Give Me 
Days to PROVE I Can_ 
ake YOU a NewMan: 


T ME START SHOWING YOU RESULTS LIKE THESE 


Whata / 
difference: 


No SIR! -ATLAS 
Makes Muscles Grow 










































5 inches 
of new 
Muscle 


Atuer vnc Weer my rf. rs 
arms increased 11/2 in., (normal) 21/2 in. 
chest 21 expanded.’’ — F. S., 
Ye i N. Y. 














Started a 








For quick results 

| recommend 

5s CHARLES 
ATLAS 


Am sending snapshot of won- 
derful progress. Certainly rec- 
ommend you for quick re- 
sults!’’—W. G., J. 


















Here's what ATLAS 
did for ME/ 


CHARLES 
ATLAS 

A recent photo of 
Charles Atlas 
twice winner and 
holder of the title, 
“The World’s 
Most Perfectly 
Developed Man.’* 
This is NOT a 
studio picture but 
a simple enlarge- 
ment made from 
an ordinary small 
snapshot. No 






GAINED 


muscles ‘‘painted 
; on’? or retouched 
‘“‘Your method gives ms & in any way. This 
John Jacobs Joh long, smooth muscle : is Charles’ Atlas 

john Jacobs when I started, weigre as he looks today! 


BEFORE AFTER T7O.F AE Knee 













1 could fill this whole magazine with enthu- Sterling Sliver Cup 
siastic reports from OTHERS. But what you [| mi CilSabie cup of solid 
want to know is—‘‘What can Charles Atlas do sterling silver, stands 
for ME?” Before 

Find out—at my risk! Right in first 7 days 1 will award it, engraved, : 
ll start to PROVE I can turn YOU into a | in his development within the next three months: 
man of might and muscle. And it will be the 
kind of PROOF you Tes anyone else) can SEE, FEEL, eS Swe 22s] 
MEASURE with a tape 

My FREE BOOK tells about my amazing TDaY TRIAL OFFER—an l CHARLES ATLAS, pept. 5312 
offer no other instructor has ever ED make YOU want smashing 
strength, big muscles, glowing health—I’ll show you results QUICK! 115 East 23rd Street, New York, N. Y 

I want proof that DYNAMIC TENSION will make a 


FREE BOOK 
new man of me—give me a healthy, husky body and big 


1 myself was once a 97-pound weakling—sickly, half-alive. Then 1 dis b : " preted < 4 
covered ‘Dynamic Tension.’’ And I twice won-—against all comers—the uals Beyond Send me your free book, ‘‘Everlasting 
title, ‘The World’s Most Perfectly Developed Man”’! ealthvand : Strength 

I have no use for apparatus. ‘‘Dynamic Tension’? ALONE (right in 
your own home) will start new inches of massive power pushing out your 
chest—build up your shoulders to champion huskiness—put regular moun- 
tains of muscle on your biceps—free you of constipation, pimples—make 
those stomach muscles of yours hard ridges! 

Make me PROVE it! Gamble a postage stamp. Send coupon for my 
FREE BOOK AT ONCE! Address me personally: Charles Atlas, Dept. 
5312, 115 East 23rd Street, New York, N. Y 
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(Please print or write plainly) 
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missing 
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OVER 


$5,000.00 


in Big Grand Prizes 
OVER 100 CASH PRIZES 


s 
First Grand Prize, if Prompt 


$2,500.00 


Thousands of Dollars 
in SPECIAL Rewards! 
es 


Send Only Coupon 
Now! 








Send Answer Quick! Get the Opportunity to... 


Think of YOUR joy and delight picking out a beautiful 
1939 BUICK 8 SEDAN from your neighborhood dealer 
at MY EXPENSE, and, if you are prompt and win, get- 
ting a Certified check for $1,250.00 besides. Or, if you'd 
rather have one big cash lump sum, just imagine receiv- 
ing and depositing in your own bank account the marvel- 
@ ous sum, $2,500.00 ALL CASH! Cash to pay your bills 
—-to buy a house, new furniture, new clothes; in fact to 
@ purchase almost anything your heart desires. These days, 
$2,500.00 is a fortune indeed. And that is just what we 
are going to pay out to the First Grand Prize winner, 

GLENN TATE = if prompt! Hurry—mail the coupon below today. Don’t 

Our President miss getting the wonderful opportunity to win a glorious 
thrilling fortune. WE ARE PAYING OUT OVER $5,000.00—OVER 
100 BIG GRAND PRIZES! Someone is going to get that $2,500.00 















Wine ‘25002 


or Buick Sedan and ‘*1,250°% Cash! 


First Grand Prize, and think of it, IT MAY BE YOU. YES, 
YOU! In addition to the First Grand Prize, the Second Grand 
Prize is a new 1939 beautiful Chevrolet DeLuxe Sedan or 
$800.00 cash! Third Grand Prize is a beautiful 1939 Ford V-8 
Sedan or $650.00 cash. Fourth Grand Prize is $150.00 cash. 
Thousands of dollars in other special cash awards! In case of 
ties, duplicate prizes will be awarded. This offer open to every- 
one in the U. S., except residents of Chicago. Don't delay. Your 
answer will bring to you a marvelous opportunity to win an 
amazing cash fortune. We are an honest, upright company en- 
gaged in a country-wide business. THE MONEY TO PAY ALL 
THE PRIZES IS ALREADY IN THE BANK WAITING 
FOR THE WINNERS. You can be definitely sure that we 
will pay out each and every prize as promised. Think of it! 
Mail the coupon today — sure! 










Send No Money— Just Mail Coupon Today! 


Look at the magic number puzzle. You see that it has 5 squares which are blank. 


That’s where the fun starts. Numbers 1-3-7-9 have already been placed in their 
correct positions, but see if you can place the numbers 2-4-5-6-8 in the blank 
squares so that they will add up to 15 in any direction up or down, sideways or 
diagonally. It’s loads of fun. Try it now. If you can get the numbers into their right 
places, fill in the coupon below and mail it quick! It’s not as easy as you may think, 
but keep trying and you may solve the puzzle. Remember, you do not send one 
single penny with the coupon. You risk no money at all, only a postage stamp to 
mail your answer, and, according to our amazing plan, of merchandising, which your 
answer brings, you get the wonderful opportunity to win $2,500,00 all cash, if prompt. 
Just fill in the blank squares so that they will add up to 15. That’s all you need do 
now. Mail the coupon with the numbers and get the wonderful opportunity to win 


. MANY HAVE WON BIG PRIZES 


Others have received big cash prizes from my company just recently 
Thousands of dollars have been paid out to happy winners. Miss 
A. M. won $2,500.00; Harriet T. won $800.00 Rev. R. won $650.00, 
R. J. won $985.00. Scores of others have received cash. Now you 
may, too! Just imagine YOURSELF picking out a brand new 1939 
*) Buick Sedan from your local dealer at our expense and also getting 
250.00 extra cash, or $2,500.00 all in cash, if you are prompt 


the First Grand Prize. 













and win the First Grand Prize. 


Why not make up your mind to win a big cash prize from my company? 


SEND YOUR ANSWER QUICK! 


$1,250.00 CASH 


end your answer quick ond 


but act quick. 


winimer- gets §1,250:00 ruish 


Hurry! 
FOR PROMPTNES ¥! GLENN TATE, President 





HERE’S PROOF THAT PRIZES WILL BE PAID 


You will receive the Buick 8 Sedan, and if prompt, $1,250.00 cash besides, or if all cash is pre- 
ferred, you get $2,500.00 if you win first prize. As President of this big company, I PERSONALLY 
GUARANTEE THAT EACH AND EVERY PRIZE WILL BE PAID PROMPTLY AND 
HONESTLY. I have paid out thousands of dollars in ny recent prize distribution 

OVER $5,000.00 MORE IN CASH IS WAITING IN THE BANK FOR NEW WINNERS 


Oh boy, what you could do with $2,500.00 cash all at 
one time. Think of the joy of having the money to pro- 
vide the better things of life. Nothing hard to do now 


Just _mail the coupon quick with MAGIC NUMBERS 
we will-tell you how th SEY them. Wouldn't youlike the opportunity to win 
00.00? Andremember, thereare over 100Grand Prizes. 
No. 67 
730 North Franklin Street, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


Pe, | 





NOW, 


